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ADVERTISEMENT. 



This Edition contains the whole of Longfellow's 
Poetical Works hitherto published, with the exception 
of The Spanish Student, The Golden Legend, and The 

Song of Hiawatha. As these Poems from their length 

« -I . 
would make this Volunie- too. bulky, it is proposed to 

> 

reserve them for fatuite publication in a collected form, * 
similar in size and styld^'tortne present Volume. • 

Some slight modification has been made in the order 
of ftiTangement in this collection, with the view of keeping 
together Poems of a similar class, as far as is consistent 
with a due regard to the chronological order of their 
publicatioa 
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VOICES OF THE XIGHT. 

PllELUDE. 

Pleasant it was, wlieii woods were green, 
And winds were soft and low, 

To lie amid some sylvan scene, 

Where, the long drooping boughs between, 

Shadows dark and sunlight sheen 
Alternate come and go ; 

Or where the denser grove receives 

No sunlight from above, 
But the dark foliage interweaves 
In one unbroken roof of leaves, 
Underneath whose sloping eaves 

The shadows hardly move. 

Beneath some patriarchal tree 

I lay upon the ground ; 
His hoary arms uplifted he. 
And all the broad leaves over me 
Clapped their little hands in glee, 

With one continuous sound ; — 

A slumberous sound, — a sound that brings 

The feelings of a dream, — 
As of innumeraWe wings. 
As, when a bell no longer swings. 
Faint the hollow murmur rings 

0*er meadow, lake, and stream. 

And dreams of that which cannot die. 

Bright visions, came to me, 
As lapped in thought I used to lie. 
And gaze into the summer sky. 
Where the sailing clouds went by, 

Like ships upon the sea; 



PRELUDE. .1 

Dreams that the soul of youth engage 

Ere Fancy has been quelled ; 
Old legends of the monkish page, 
Traditions of the saint and sage, 
Tales that have the rime of age, 

And chronicles of Kid. 

And, loving still these quaint old themes. 

Even in the city's throng 
I feel the freshness of the streams. 
That, crossed by shades and sunny gleams, 
Water the green land of dreams, 

The holy land of song. 

Therefoi-e, at Pentecost, which brings 

The spring, clothed like a bride, 
When nestling buds unfold their wings. 
And bishop's-caps have golden rings. 
Musing upon many things, 

I sought the woodlands wide. 

The green trees whispered low and mild ; 

It was a sound of joy ! 
They were my playmates when a child, 
And rocked me in their arras so wild ! 
Still they looked at me and smiled, 

As if I were a bov ; 

And ever whispered, mild and low, 

** Come, be a child once more I " 
And waved their long arms to and fro, 
And beckoned solemnly and slow ; 
Oh, T could not choose but go 

Into the woodlands hoar; 

Into the blithe and breathing air. 

Into the solemn wood, 
Solemn and silent everywhere ! 
Nature with folded hands seemed there, 
Kneeling at her evening pi-ayer ! 

Ijke one in [irayer I stood. 

b2 



4 VOICES OF THE NIUDT. 

Before me rose an avenue 

Of tall and sombrous pines ; 
Abroad their fan -like branelies grew. 
And, where the sunshine darted through, 
Spread a vapour soft and blue, 
In long and sloping lines. 

And, falling on my weary brain, 

Like a fast-falling shower, 
The dreams of youth came back again. 
Low lispings of the summer rain, 
Dropping on the ripened grain. 
As once upon the flower. 

Visions of childhood I Stav. oh stav I 
Ye were so swoet and wild ! 

And dist4int voices seemed to sav. 

"It cannot be I They pass away I 

Other themes demand thv lav ; 
Thou art no more a child I 

** The land of Song within thee lies, 

Watered by living springs ; 
The lids of Fancy's sleepless eyes 
Are gates unto that Paradise, 
Holy thoughts, like stai-s, arise, 
Its clouds are angels' wings. 

** Learn, that henceforth thy song shall be, 
Not mountains capped with snow, 
■^t Nor forests sounding like the sea, 

^H Nor rivers flowing ceaselessly, 

\ ■ ' A\niere the woodlands bend to see 

The bending heavens below. 

" There is a forest where the din 

Of iron branche^s sounds I 
A mighty river roars between. 
And whosoever looks therein. 
Sees the heavens all black with sin, — 
Sees not its depths, nor bounds. 



PREIl'DE. 

" Athwart the swinging branc'lu's oaal. 

Soft rajM of suiishino jioiir; 
Then eomcH tlio f.'nrfiil wintrj' blust ; 
Uiir hopett, like witliered loavt^, faW tu.- 
Patlid lips sav, ' It xe imsl '. 

•• IjOuk, then, into thiue heail, aii<l »'i'i 

Yes, into Life's Jeep sti-eain ! 
All forms of surrow unJ Joliglit, 
All solenm \'oices of tin- Night, 
That can soothe thee, or attiight. — 
He tliusc henceforth thy theme."' 





VOICES OF TItK KlGliT. 

6rh yafi A\-,4uv. ififj t# avfiipapd^ 
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HYMN TO THE NIGHT. 

I iiKAHD tlie trailing gannentR of tlie Night 

Sweep through lior marhle halls ! 
I saw her sable skirts ail fringed with light 

From tlie celestial walls ! 

I felt her presence by its spell of might, 

Stoop o'er me from above ; 
The calm, majestic presence of the Night, 

As of the one I love. 

I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight. 

The manifold, soft chimes, 
That fill the haunted chambei's of the Night, 

Like some old poet's rhymes. 

Fi-om the cool cisterns of the midni^jht air 

My spirit drank repose; 
The fountain of perpetual peace flows there, — 

From those deep cisterns flows. 

(.) holy Night ! from thee I learn to bear 

What man has borne before : 
Thou layst thy finger on the lips of Care, 

And they complain no more. 

Peace ! Peace ! Orestes-like I breathe this prayer ! 

Descend with broad- winged flight, 
The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair. 

The best-beloved Night ! 



A PSALM OF LIFE. 

WHAT THE HEART OP THE TOUNO MAN SAID TO THE PSALMIST. 

Tkll me not, in mournful numbers, 

" Life is but an empty dream! " 
For the soul is dead that slumbers. 

And things are not what they seem. 



VOICES OF THE NIGHT. 

Life i» real ! Life is earnest I 
And the grave is not its gOal ; 

*• Dust thou art, to dust rcturnest/* 
Was not 8jK)ken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment, and not sonow, 

Is our destined end or way ; 
But to aet, that each to-morrow 

Find us farther than to-day. 

Art is long, and Time is fleeting. 

And our hearts, though stout and bmve. 

Still, like muffled drums, arc beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle. 

In the bivouac of Life, 
Be not like dumb, driven cattle ! 

He a hero in the strife ! 

Trust no Future, howe'er ]>leasant ! 

I^t the dead Past bury its dead ! 
Act, — act in the living Present ! 

Heart within, and God overhead! 

Lives of gi'eat men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime, 

And, departing, leave behind us 
Footpiints on the sands of time ; 

Footprints, that perhaps another, 
Sailing o*er life's solemn main, 

A forlorn and shipwi-ecked brother. 
Seeing, shall take heart again. 

Let us, then, be up and doing. 

With a heart for any fate ; 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 

Learn to labour and to wait. 



THE LIGHT OF STARS. 



The oiglil is come, but. uot too sooi 

And sinking silcnllv. 
All silently, tbc little 'mnou 

Drops down bcliiud tlic sk;. 

Tlicrc is no ligbt in earth or hpavcu 
But the cold liglil or stjm ; 

And tlic first watch of night is gin 
To llic red planet Mnrs. 



Is it the tender star of lore ? 

The star of love and dreams? 
O no 1 from that blue tent above, 

And earnest tiiouglits within mc 

Wlien I behold afar, 
Suspnded in the cveniug skies. 

The sbiehi of ihat red star. 




star of strength ! I see thee stand 
And smile upon in; pain ; 

Thon beckoucst with thy mailed hand. 
And I am strong again. 

Witbin mj breast there is no light, 
£nt the cold Ught of stars ; 

1 gire the first watch of the nigbt 
To the red planet Mara. 

He star ot the nnconqiiered will, 
Ue rises in nij breast, 



Serene, and resolute, and slill. 
And calm, and self-possessed. 

And thon, too, whosoe'er thon art. 
That rcadest this brief psabn. 

As one bj one thy hopes depart, 
Be resolute and calm. 

fear not in a world like this. 
And thou bhalt know ere long. 

Know how snblinie a thing it is 
To suffer and be strong. 
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THE REAPER AND THE FLOWERS. 

TiiKRE is a Roaj>cr, whose name is Death, 

And, witli his sickle kc^u, 
Jle reaps the hearded grain at a breatli, 

And the flowers that grow between. 

'* Shall I have nought that is fair?" saith he; 

** Have nought but the bearded grain? 
Though the breath of these flowers is sweet to me, 

I will give them all back again." 

He gazed at tlie flowei-s with tearful eyes, 

He kissed their drooping leaves; 
It was for the Lord of Paradise 

He bound them in his sheaves. 

" My Lord has need of these floweret* g^y>" 

The reaper said, and smiled; 
** Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

\\Tiere he wa.=* onco a child. 

" They shall all bloom in fields of light, 

Transplanted by my care, 
And saints, upon their garments white. 

These sacred blossoms wear." 

And the mother gave, in teai*s and pain. 

The flowers she most did love; 
She knew she should find them all again 

In the fields of light above. 

O, not in cmelty, not in wrath. 

The Reaper came tliat day; 
'Twas an angel visited the green earth, 

And took the flowers away. 




FOOTSTEPS OF ASGEJ.S. 



When the lioui-s of Day nre numbered, 
AnJ the voices of the Night 

Woke the better houI, that slumlx.'i'cd, 
To a holy, calm •Might; 

Ere tlie evoning lamps arc lighted. 
And, like phaittoron grim and tall, 

Slindows from the fitful fire-light 
Dance upon the parlour wall ; 
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Then the forms of the departed 

Enter at the open door; 
The beloved, the true-hearted, 

Come to visit me once more ; 

lie, the young and strong, who elierished 
Noble longings for the strife, 

By the road-side foil and perished, 
Weary with the march of life ! 

They, the holy ones and weakly, 
Who the cross of suffering boro. 

Folded their pale hands so mwkly. 
Spake with us on earth no more ! 

And with them the Being Beauteous, 
Who unto my youth was given, 

More than all things else to love mo. 
And is now a saint in heaven. 

With a slow and noiseless footstep 
Comes that messenger divine, 

Takes the vacant chair beside mo. 
Lays her gentle hand in mine. 

And she sita and gazes at mo 
With those deep and tender eyes. 

Like the stai-s, so still and saint-likr, 
Looking downward from the skies. 

Uttered not, yet comprehended. 
Is the spirit's voiceless prayer. 

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended. 
Breathing from her lips of aii*. 

O, though oft depressed and lonely. 
All my fears are laid aside, 

If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died! 




FLOWERS. 



Spaeb full well, in Inngusge quaint nnd oldcii. 
One who dwcllcth bjr the castled Rhine, 

When he called the SowerB, bo blue and golden 
Stars, that in earth's firmament do sliine. 
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Stars they ai-e, wherein we read our history, 

As astrologers and seei-s of eld ; 
Yet not wrapped about with awful mystery. 

Like the burning stars, which they beheld. 

Wondrous truths, and manifold as wondrous, 
God hath written in those stars above; 

But not less in the bright flowerets under us 
Stands the revelation of his love. 

Bright and glorious is that revelation, 

Written all over this great world of ours ; 

Making evident our own creation. 

In these stars of earth, — these golden flowe!-.s. 

And the Poet, faithful and far-seeing. 
Sees, alike in stars and flowers, a part 

Of the self-same, universal being. 

Which is tlirobbing in his brain and heart. 

Gorgeous flowerets in the sunlight shining. 
Blossoms flaunting in the eye of day. 

Tremulous leaves, with soft and silver lining. 
Buds that open only to decay ; 

Brilliant hopes, all woven in gorgeous tissues, 
Flaunting gayly in the golden light ; 

T^rge desires, with most uncertain issues. 
Tender wishes, blossoming at night I 

These in flowers and men are more than seeminj; ; 

Workings are they of the self-same powers, 
\Miich the Poet, in no idle dreaming, 

Seeth in himself and in the flowers. 

Everywhere about us arc they glowing. 
Some like stars, to tell us spring is born ; 

Others, their blue eyes with tears overflowing, 
Stand like Ruth amid the golden corn ; 

Not alone in Spring's armorial bearing, 
And in Summer's green emblazoned tield, 

But in arms of brave old Autumn's wearing, 
In the centre of his brazen shield ; 



"s? 



FLOWERS. 

Not alone in ruuailowa and green allevs, 
On the iDuuntain-tu|>, anil by tlie brink 

f)f sequcstereil pools in wooillaiiil vnlleVH, 
Where the slaves of nature stoop to driuk ; 

Not alone in her vast dome of glory, 
Not on gravea of binl and bcitst iiIodu, 

iiut in old cathedrals, high and hoary. 
On tlie tombs of hcroca, carved in stone ; 

In the cuttago of the rudest peasant, 

In ancestral homes, nhoec ci'iiniblitig towt't-s, 

SjKakinp; of the Paat unto the Present, 
Tell us of the ancient Games of Flowers ; 

In ail places, then, and in all seasons. 

Flowers expand their light and soul-like wingH, 

Toaching us, by most persuasive reasons, 
How akin they arc to human things. 

And with childlike, credulous affection 
Wc behold their tender buda eapand ; 

Kmblcms of our own groat resurrection, 
Emblems of the bright and better liiiiil. 





THU ItELKAGUEHED VHY. 



I KA-VB read, in aoine old marvcUniis talL-, 
Some legend strange and vague. 

That a midnight host of spectres gmlc 
BeleaguereJ tbe walls of Prague. 

Beside the Moldau's rushing stream. 
With the wan moon overhead, 

There stood, as in an awful dream, 
The ann; of the <lpn<l. 

Wbit« as a sea-fog, landward bound, 

The spectral camp was seen. 
And, with a sorrowful, deep sound. 

The river flovred between. 

No other voice nor sound was tliere. 

No drum, nor aentrj's paee ; 
The mist-like banners clasped the air 

As clouds with clouds embrace. 

But, when the old cathedral bell 
Proclaimed tbe moming prayer, 

The white pavilions rose and fell 
On the alarmed air. 

Down the broad valle; fast and far 

The troubled arm; tied ; 
Up rose the glorious morning star, 

Tlic ghastly host was dead. 



I have read, in the marvellous heart of niun, 
Th.it strange aud mystic scroll, 

Tliat lui army of phantoms vast and wou 
Uelcagucr (he human soul. 

Encamped beside Life's nishing stream, 

In Fancy's misty ligbt, 
Gi^ntio shapes and shadows gleam 

Porlentoua tbroiigb the nielli. 

Upon its midnight iuit'lc-grouud 

The 5{icctral camp is seen, 
Aud, wilh a sorrowful, deep sound, 

Flows the lliver of Life between. 

No other voice, nor sound is there. 

In the army of the grave; 
No other challenge breaks the air, 

But tbe rushing of Life's wave. 

And, when the solemn and deep church-liell 

Entreats the soul to pray, 
Tlie midnight phautoms feci the spell. 

The shadows sweep awaj. 

Down the broad Vale of Tears afui' 

llie spectral camp is Hed ; 
Faith sliinctli as a moniiog star. 

Our gbastlj' fears arc dead. 




MIDNIGHT MASS FOR THK DVIXG YKAK. 

Yks, lUe Year is growinp: old, 

And his eye is |inlc mid blciircil 1 

Death, with froetjr hand and (.-uUI, 
Pluckii tho old man by tlic bcnid, 
Sorelj, — sorplj ! 

The leaves arc falling, falling, 

Solemnly and flow : 
Oaw ! caw ! thn rooks are eaUing. 

It is a sound of woe, 
A soiind of woe ! 



Through woods and mountain passes 
The winds, like anthems, roll ; 

Tbcj are ehanting solemn masses. 
Singing; "Pray for this poor soul. 
Pray.— Pray !" 
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And the hooded clouds, ]ike friars, 
Tell their beads in drops of rain, 

And patter their doleful prayers ; — 
But their prayers are all in vain, 
All in vain ! 

There he stands in the foul weather, 
The foolish, fond Old Year, 

Crowned with wild flowers and w^ith heather, 
Like weak, despisM Lear, 
A king, — a king ! 

Then comes the summer-like day. 

Bids the old man rejoice ! 
His joy ! his last ! O, the old man gray 

Loveth that ever-soft voice, 
Grentle and low. 

To the crimson woods he saith, — 

To the voice gentle and low 
Of the soft air, like a daughters breath, — 

" Pray do not mock me so ! 
Do not laugh at me ! *' 

And now the sweet day is dead ; 

Cold in his arms it lies ; 
No stain from its breath is spread 

Over the glassy skies, 
No mist or stain ! 

Then, too, the Old Year dieth. 
And the forests utter a moan, 

liike the voice of one who crieth 
In the wilderness alone. 

Vex not his ghost I" 



« 



Then comes, with an awful roar. 
Gathering and sounding on. 

The storm-wind from Labrador, 
The wind Euroclydon, 
The 8tonn-wind ! 



MIDNIGHT MASS. 

Howl ! howl ! and irom the forest 
Sweep the red leaves away ! 

Would, tlie sine that thou abhorreut, 
O Soul ! could thus decay, 
And be swept awny ! 

For there nhall come a nilghtier blast, 

There shall be a darker day ; 
And the etars, from heaTcn down-cast. 
Like red leaves be swept away ! 
Kyrie, elcyson ! 
Christe, eleyson ! 
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L'ENVOI. 



Yk voices, that arose 

After the Evening's close, 

And whispei*ed to my restless heart repose ! 

Go, breathe it in the ear 

Of all who doubt and fear, 

And say to them, " Be of good cheer ! " 



Ye sounds, so low and calm, 

That in the groves of balm 

Seemed to me like an angel's psalm! 

Go, mingle yet once more 

With the perpetual roar 

Of the pine forest, dark and hoar ! 



Tongues of the dead, not lost. 
But speaking from death's frost, 
liike fiery tongues at Pentecost ! 

Glimmer, as funeral lamps. 
Amid the chills and damps 
Of the vast plain where Death encamps I 




EARLIER rOEMS. 



2-2 EARLIER PoEMS. 



WOODS IN WINTER. 

When Winter winds are piercing cliill, 
And through the hawthorn blows the gale, 

With solemn feet I tread the hill 
That overbrows the lonelv vale. 

O'er the bare upland, and away 

Through the long reach of desert woods, 
The embracing sunbeams chastely play, 

And gladden these deep solitudes. 

Where, twisted round the barren oak, 
The summer vine in beauty clung. 

And summer winds the stillness broke. 
The crystal icicle is hung. 

Where, fi*om their frozen urns, mute springs 
Pour out the river's gradual tide, 

Shrilly the skater's iron rings. 
And voices fill the woodland side. 

Alas ! how changed from the fair scene, 
Wlien birds sang out their mellow lay. 

And winds were sofl, and woods were green, 
And the song ceofied not with the day. 

But still wild music is abroad, 

Pale, desert woods ! within your crowd ; 
And gathering winds, in hoarse accord. 

Amid the vocal reeds pipe loud. 

Chill airs and wintry winds ! my ear 
Has grown familiar with your song ; 

I hear it in the opening year, — 
T listen, and it cheers nic long. 




AN APRIL DAY. 



When the wnrm sun, that briugit 
Seed-time and hnrreft. has returned agnin. 
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'Tis sweet to visit the still wood, where spriDgs 
The first flower of the plain. 

I love the season well, 
When forest glades arc teeming with bright forms, 
Nor (lark and manj-folded clouds foretell 

The coming-on of storms. 

From the earth's loosened mould 
The sapling draws its sustenance, and thrives ; 
Though stricken to the heart with Winter's cold, 

The drooping tree revives. 

The softly-warbled song 
(.'Omes from the pleasant woods, and coloured wings 
Glance quick in the bright sun, that moves along 

The forest openings. 

When the bright sunset fills 
The silver woods with light, the gix'cn slope throws 
lis shadows in the hollows of the hills. 

And wide the upland glows. 

And, when the eve is born. 
In the blue lake the sky, o'er-reaching far, 
Is hollowed out, and the moon dips her honi, 

And twinkles many a star. 

Inverted in the tide. 
Stand the gray rocks, and trembling shadows throw ; 
And the fair trees look over, side bv side, 

And see themselves below. 

Sweet April ! — many a thought 
Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed ; 
Nor shall they fail, till, to its autumn brought, 



Life's golden fruit is shed. 



^^^m:''- 




AlTl'.MN. 

With what a glury t'cmies aiiJ ptivs thf j'cnr ! 
The buds of spring, those bcnutiliil harliiiiycra 
Of Bimny skies and cloudlet limc-i, enjoy 
Life's newness, and earth's gnniiHiie ».prt(ul oiil 
And when tl»c silver liabit of tlic climd^ 
Comes down upon the nutumn sun, and wilh 
A sober gladness the old yiar take* up 
His bright inheritance of golden fruits, 
A pomp and pageant liil the splendid seene. 

There is n benuliful spii'it breathing now 
Its mellow richness on the clustered trees, 
And, from a beaker full of richest dyes, 
Pouring new glory on the autumn woods. 
And dipping in warm light the pillared clouds. 
Mom on tbe monntnin, like a summer bird. 
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Lifts up her puiple wing, ami in the valfs 
The gentle wind, a sweet and passionate wooer, 
Kisses the blushing leaf, and stirs up life 
Within the solemn woods of ash deep-crimsoned, 
And silver beech, and maple yellow-leaved, 
AVhere Autumn, like a faint old man, sits down 
Bj the wayside a-weary. Through the ti*ees 
The golden robin moves. The purple finch, 
That on wild cherry and red cedar feeds, 
A winter bird, comes with its plaintive whistle, 
And pecks by the witch-hazel, whilst aloud 
From cottage roofs the warbling blue-bird sings. 
And menily, with oft-repeated stix)ke, 
Sounds from the threshing-floor the busy flail. 

O what a glory doth this world put on 
For him who, with a fervent heart, goes forth 
Under the bright and glonous sky, and looks 
On duties well performed, and days well spent ! 
For him the wind, ay, and the yellow leaves, 
Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings. 
He shall so hear the solemn hymn, that Death 
Has lifted up for all, that he shall go 
To his long resting-place without a tear. 



HYMN OF THE MORAVIAN NUNS OF BETHLEHEM, 

AT THK «"<»\-«r.CnATTON OF m.ASKl'f^ P^NNKR. 

When the dying flame of day 
Through the chancel shot its ray. 
Far the glimmering tapers shod 
Faint light on the cowled head ; 
And the censor burning swung. 
Where, before the altiir, hung 
Tho blood-red banner, that vfith prayer 
Had been consecrated there. 
And tho nun's swoot hvnin was heard the while. 
Sung low in the dim, mvsterious aisle. 
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" Take thy banner ! May it wave 
Proudly o'er the good and brave ; 
\\Tien the battle's distant wail 
Bi-caks the sabbath of our vale, 
When the clarion's music thrills 
To the hearts of these lone hills, 
When the spear in conflict shakes. 
And the strong lance shivering break.s. 

** Take thy banner I and, beneath 
The battle- cloud's encircling wreath. 
Guard it ! — till our homes are free ! 
Guard it ! — God will prosper thee ! 
In the dark and trying hour, 
In the breaking forth of power, 
In the rush of steeds and men, 
His right hand will shield thee then. 

** Take thy banner! But, when night 
Closes i*ound the ghastly light, 
If the vanquished warrior bow, 
Sparc him I — By our holy vow. 
By our prayers and many tears, 
By the mercy that endears, 
Spare him I — he our love hath shared ! 
Spare him ! — as thou wouldst be spared ! 

** Take thy banner I — and if e'er 

Thou shouldst press the soldier's bier ; 
And the muffled drum should beat 
To the tread of mournful feet, 
Then this crimson flag shall be 
Mailial cloak and shroud for thee." 

The wairior took that banner proud, 
And it was his martial cloak and shroud ! 



SUNKISE ON TJIE 11ILL8. 

I KTooi) upon the hills, when heaven's wide arch 

Was glorious with the sun's returning march. 

And woods weixj hrightened, and soft gales 

Went forth to kiss the sun-clad vales. 

The clouds weix* far heneath me ; — hathed in light. 

They gathered mid-way ix)und tlie wooded height, 

And, in their fading glory, shone 

Like hosts in battle overthrown, 

As many a pinnacle, with shifting glance. 

Through the gray mist tluust up its shattered lance, 

And rocking on the cliff was left 

The dark pine blasted, bare, and cleft. 

The veil of cloud was lifted, and below 

(ilowed the rich valley, and the river's flow 

Was darkened bv the forest's shade. 

Or glistened in the white cascade ; 

Wliere upward, in the mellow blush of day, 

The noisy bittern whet^letl his 8[»iral way. 

I heard the distant waters dash, 
1 saw the current whirl and flash, — 
And richly, by the blue lake's silver beach, 
The woods were bending with a silent reach. 
Then o'er the vale, with gentle swell, 
The music of the village bell 
Came sweetly to the echo-giving hills ; 
And the wild horn, whose voice the woodland fills, 
W^as ringing to the merry shout, 
That faint and far the glen sent out, 
Where, answering to the sudden shot, tliin smoke. 
Through thick-leaved branches, from the dingle bix)ke. 



rn 



If thou ait woni and hard beset 
With sorrows, that thou wouldst forget, 
If thou wouldst read a lesson, that will keep 
Thy heart from fainting and thy soul from sleep, 
Go to the woods and hills ! — No toara 
Dim the sweet look that Nature wears. 




BURIAL OF THE JIINNISINK. 

On suiitiy slope and boccben swell, 
The shadowed light of evening fell ; 
And, whore the njnple'a lenf wna broivii, 
With soft and silent lapse came down 
The gloiy, that the wood receives. 
At BUDBet, ill its brazen leaves. 



Far upward in the melloir light 
Rose the blue hills. One cloud of whil 
Around a fai' uplifted cone. 
In the wonn bluiih of evening shone ; 
An image of the eilvcr lakes. 
By which the Indian's soul awakes. 
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but soon u fiineral hvinii was hoard 
Where tlie sot'i broatii of evening stirred 
The tall, gray foi*e.st; and a band 
Of stern in heai*t, and strong in hand, 
(.'anio winding down beside the wave, 
To lav the red chief in his fnave. 

Thfy hang, that by his native bowers 
lie stooil. in the last moon of flowers, 
And thirty sn(»ws had not yet shed 
Their glory on the wamor's head ; 
But, as tlio summer fruit decavs. 
So died he in those naked davs. 

A dark cluak of the roebuck's skin 
Covereil the warrior, aiul within 
Its heavy folds tlie weapons, made 
For the haid toils of war, weix? laid ; 
The cuirass, woven of plaited reeds, 
And the broad belt of shells and beads. 



Befoi'e, a dark-haired virgin train 
Chanted the death dirge of the slain; 
Ik'hind, the long procession came 
< )f hoarv men and chiefs of fame, 
With heavy hearts, and eyes of grief, 
1 reading the war-h()r»e of their chief. 

Stripped of his ]»ioud and martial dress. 
Uncurbed, unreined, and riderless, 
With darthig eye, and nostril spread, 
And heavy and impatient tread, 
lie came; and oft that eye so proud 
A^ked for his lider in the crowd. 

They buried the dark chief — they fix*ed 
Beside the grave his battle steed ; 
And swift an arrow cleaved its way 
To his stern heart I One piercing neigh 
Arose, — and, on the dead man's ))lain, 
'J'he rider "grasps his steed again. 




TIIK SPIRIT OF PORTRV. 



There in a quiet spii'it in these woods. 

That dwells where'er the (ruiitle iKiuth wind blows ; 

'Wlierc, iindiTucnth the white -thorn, in the glade. 
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The wild flowers bloom, or, kissing the soft air. 

The leaves above their sunny palms outspread. 

With what a tender and impassioned voice 

rt fills the nice and delicate ear of thought, 

When the fast-ushering star of morning comes 

O'er-riding the gray hills with golden scarf; 

Or when the cowled and dusky-sandaled Eve, 

In mourning weeds, from out the western gate. 

Departs with silent pace ! That spirit moves 

In the green valley, where the silver brook. 

From its full laver, pours the white cascade ; 

And, babbling low amid the tangled woods, 

Slips down through moss-grown stones with endless laughter. 

And frequent, on the everlasting hills, 

Its feet go forth, when it doth wrap itself 

In all the dark embroidery of the storm. 

And shouts the stern, strong wind. And here, amid 

The silent majesty of these deep woods, 

Its presence shall uplift thy thoughts from earth, 

As to the sunshine and the pure bright air. 

Their tops the green trees lift. Hence gifted bards 

Have ever loved the calm and quiet shades. 

For them there was an eloquent voice in all 

The sylvan j>omp of woods, the golden sun. 

The flowers, the leaves, the river on its way. 

Blue skies, and silver clouds, and gentle wings, — 

The swelling upland, where the sidelong sun 

Aslant the wooded slope, at evening, goes, — 

(rroves, through whose broken roof the sky looks in, 

Mountain, and shattered clifF, and sunny vale, 

The distant lake, fountains, — and mighty trees. 

In many a lazy syllable, repeating 

Their old poetic legends to the wind. 

And this is the sweet spirit, that doth fill 
The world ; and, in these wayward days of youth, 
My busy fancy oft embodies it. 
As a bright image of the light and beauty 
That dwell in nature, — of the heavenly forms 
We worship in our dreams, and the soft hues 



THE Sl'IRIT OF POETRY. 



That stain the nild bird's niug, and flusii tlic clouds 

■fllieii the sun aeta. 'Wiiyn her ejo 

The heaven of April, with its ehangiiig light. 

And when it wears the hlue of May, m hung. 

And on her lip the rich, I'cd rose. Her hnii- 

Ib like the summer tresses of the tnva, 

Wien twilight makes them hrowii, and on her chri'k 

Blushes the richness of nn autumn sky, 

■\Vilh ever-shifting beautj. Then her breath, 

It is so like the gentle nir uf Spring, 

Aa, from the moi'ning's dewy Bowel's, it eomes 

Full of their fragrance, that it i:* a joy 

To have it round us, — and her silver voice 

Is the rich music of a summer bird, 

Heard in the still night, >vii1i it^^ passionate cadence. 





TRANSLATIONS. 



THR 0001> SUKl'JIEIU). 



SHF.PBEnD ! that with thine amorous, silvan song 

llast broken the elumbcr which cncomposBcd me, — 

That mad'at thy crook fnun the acciirseJ tree. 

On which thj- powerful aTms were slre(«hod bo long ! 

Lead nie to mcrcj's ever-flowing fountains ; 

For thou my nliephcrd, guard, anil guide ehalt be ; 

I will obey thy voice, and wait to see 

Thy feet all beautiful upon the mnuntainH. 



THE NATIVE LAND. 35 

Hear, Shepherd ! — Thou who for thy flock art dying, 

O, wash away these scarlet sins, for thou 

Kejoicest at the contrite sinners vow. 

O, wait I — to thee my weary soul is crying, — 

Wait for me ! — Yet why ask it when I see, 

With feet nailed to the cross, thou'rt waiting still for me ! 



ri' 



rO-MORKOW. 



FROM THE SPAVI8H OF LOFE DK VE<JA. 



I^ORD, what am I, that, with unceasing care, 

Thou didst seek after me, — that thou didst wait, 

Wet with unhealthy dews, before my gate, 

And pass the gloomy nights of winter there ? 

O strange delusion ! — that I did not greet 

Thy blest approach, and O, to Heaven how lost, 

If my ingratitude's unkindly frost 

Has chilled the bleeding wounds upon thy feet. 

How oft my guardian angel gently cried, 

** Soul, from thy casement look, and thou shalt see 

How he persists to knock and wait for thee ! '' 

And, O ! how often to that voice of sorrow, 

*' To-morrow we will open," I replied, 

And when the morrow came I answered still, '* To-morrow.*' 



THE NATIVE LAND. 

FKOM THE 8PANIHH OP FRANCISCO DE ALDANA. 

Clear fount of light ! my native land on high. 
Bright with a glory that shall never fade ! 
Mansion of truth ! without a veil or shade, 
Thy holy quiet meets the spirit's eye. 



3(; TRANSLATIONS. 

There dwells the soul in its ethereal essence. 

Gasping no longer for life's feehle hreatli ; 

But, sentinerd in heaven, its glorious presence 

With pitying eye heholds, yet fears not, death. 

Beloved country ! hanished from thy shore, 

A stranger in this prison-house of clay, 

The exiled spirit weeps and sighs for thee ! 

Heavenwai-d the bright perfections I adore 

Direct, and the sure promise cheers the way, 

That, whither love aspires, there shall my dwelling be. 



THE IMAGE OF GOD. 

KHOM THE SPANISH OF KRANCiaco DK ALDANA. 

O Lord ! that scest, fi'om yon starry height, 

Centred in one the future and the past. 

Fashioned in thine own image, see how fast 

The world obscures in me what once was bright ! 

Paternal Sun ! the warmth which thou hast given, 

To cheer life's flowery April, fast decays ; 

Yet, in tlie hoary winter of my days. 

For ever green shall be my trust in Heaven. 

Celestial Xing ! O let thy presence pass 

Before my spirit, and an image fair 

Shall meet that look of mercy from on high, 

As the reflected image in a glass 

Doth meet the look of him who seeks it there, 

And owes its being to the gazer's eye. 




O LET the Boul her alumbprs hrceik. 
Let thought be quickened, and awake; 
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Awake to Bee 

How soon this life is past aud gone, 
And death comes softly stealing on, 
How silently ! 

Swiftly our pleasures glide away, 
Our hearts recall the distant day 
With many sighs ; 
The moments that are speeding fa^t 
We heed not, but the past, — the past,- 
MoitJ highly prize. 

Onward its course the present keeps. 
Onward the constant current sweeps, 
Till life is done ; 

And, did we judge of time aright, 
The past and future in their flight 
Would be as one. 

Let no one fondly dream again. 
That Hope and all her shadowy train 
Will not decay ; 

Fleeting as were the dreams of old, 
Kemembered like a tale that's told. 
They pass away. 

Our hves are rivers, gliding free 
To that unfathomed, boundless sea. 
The silent grave ! 

Thither all earthly pomp and boast 
Roll, to be swallowed up and lost 
In one dark wave. 

Thither the mighty toirents stray. 
Thither the brook pursues its way. 
And tinkhng rill. 

There all are equal. Side by side 
The poor man and the son of pride 
Lie calm and still. 
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I will not here invoke the throng 

Of orators and sons of song, 

The deathless few ; 

Fiction entices and deceives, 

And, spriuklc<l o\t her fragrant leaves, 

liies poisonons dt'w. 

To One alone my thoughts arise. 

The Etenial Truth, — the Good and Wise, — 

To Ilini I cry, 

"Who shai-ed on earth our common lot. 

But the world comprehended not 

His d<'itv. 

This world is hut the rugged road 
Which leads us to the bright abode 
Of peace above ; 

So let us choose that narrow way. 
Which leads no traveller's foot astray 
From realms of love. 

Our cradle is the starting-place. 
In life we iim the onward race, 
And reach the goal ; 
AVlien, in the mansions of the blest, 
Death leaves to its eternal rest 
The wearv soul. 

Did we but use it as we ought, 

This world would school each wandering thought 

To its high state. 

Faith wings the soul beyond the sky. 

Up to that better world on high, 

For which we wait. 

Yes, — the glad messenger of love, 
To guide us to our home above, 
The Saviour came ; 
Bom amid mortal cares and fears, 
He suffered in this vale of teare 
A death of shame. 
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Behold of what dehwivc worth 
The huhblos we pursue ou earth, 
'J'lie nhapes wo chase, 
Amid a woild of treachery ! 
They vanish ere death shuts the eye, 
And k»avc no trace. 

Time uteals thi'Ui from us, — chances strange, 

J>i:ja8trou8 accident*^, and change, 

That come to all ; 

Even in the most exalted state. 

Relentless sweeps the stroke of fate ; 

The strongest fall. 

Tell me, — the charms that lovers seek 
In the clear eye and blushing cheek, 
The hues that plav 
O'er r(>sy lip and hrow of snow. 
When hoary age approaches slow, 
Ah, wlx'rc are they ? 

The cunning skill, the curious arts, 
"i'lie glorious strength that youth impail^i 
In life's first stage ; 
These shall heeonie a heavy weight, 
AVhen Time swings wide his outward gate 
'J'o wearv atre. 



The nohle hlood of Gothic name, 
Jleroes emblazoned high to fame. 
In long array ; 

How, in the onward course of time. 
The landmarks of that race sublime 
Were swept away I 

Some, the degraded slaves of lust, 
Prostrate and trampled in the dust. 
Shall rise no more : 
Others, by guilt and crime, maintain 
The scutcheon, that, without a stain, 
Their fathei*s bore. 
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Wealth and the high estate of pride, 

With what untimely speed thej glide, 

How soon depart ! 

Bid not the shadowy phantoms stay, 

The vassals of a mistress they, 

Of fickle heart. 

These gifts in Fortune's hands are found ; 

Her swift revolving wheel turns round, 

And they are gone ! 

No rest the inconstant goddess knows, 

But changing, and without repose, 

Still hurries on. 

Even could the hand of avarice save 
Its gilded baubles, till the grave 
Reclaimed its prey, 
Let none on such poor hopes rely ; 
Life, like an empty dream, flits by, 
And where are they ? 

Earthly desires and sensual lust 

Are passions springing from the dust, — 

They fade and die ; 

But, in the life beyond the tomb. 

They seal the immortal spirit's doom 

Eternally ! 

The pleasures and delights, which mask 
In treacherous smiles life's serious task, 
What are thev, all, 
But the fleet coursers of the chase, 
Ajid death an ambush in the race. 
Wherein we fall ? 

No foe, no dangerous pass, we heed. 
Brook no delay, — but onward speed 
With loosened rein ; 
And, when the fatal snare is near, 
We strive to check our mad career. 
But strive in vain. 

o 
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Could we new channs to age impart. 
And fashion with a cunning art 
The human face, 

As we can clothe the soul with h'ght. 
And make the glorious spirit bright 
With heavenly grace, — 

How busily each passing hour 
Should we exert that magic power I 
>\Tiat ardour show, 
To deck the sensual slave of sin, 
Yet leave the freeboni soul within. 
In weeds of woe ! 

Monarch^, the powerful and the strong. 

Famous in history and in song 

Of olden time, 

Saw, by the stern decrees of fiite, 

Their kingdoms lost, and desolate 

Their race sublime. 

Who is the champion ? who the strong ? 

Pontiff and priest, and sceptred throng? 

On these shall fall 

As heavily the hand of Death, 

As when it stays the shepherd's breath 

Beside his stall. 

I speak not of the Trojan name, 

Neither its glory nor its shame 

Has met our eyes ; 

Nor of Rome's great and glorious dead, 

Though we have heard so oft, and read. 

Their histories. 

Little avails it now to know 
Of ages passed so long ago, 
Nor how they rolled; 
Our theme shall be of yesterday, 
Wliich to oblivion sweeps away, 
Like days of old. 
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Where is the King, Don Juan? Where 

Each rojal prince and noble heir 

Of Aragon? 

Where are the courtly gallantries? 

The deeds of love and high emprise. 

In battle done? 

Tourney and joust, that charmed the eye. 

And scarf, and gorgeous panoply, 

And nodding plume, — 

What were they but a pageant scene? 

What but the garlands, gay and green. 

That deck the tomb? 

Where are the high-bom dames, and where 

Their gay attire, and jewelled hair, 

And odors sweet? 

Where are the gentle knights, that cauie 

To kneel, and breathe love's ardent flame. 

Low at their feet? 

Where is the song of Troubadour? 

Where are the lute and gay tambour 

They loved of yore? 

Where is the mazy dance of old. 

The flowing robes, inwrought with gold. 

The dancers wore? 

And he who next the sceptre swayed, 
Henry, whose royal court displayed 
Such power and pride ; 
O, in what winning smiles arrayed. 
The world its various pleasures laid 
His throne beside ! 

But O ! how false and full of guile 
That world, which wore so soft a smile 
But to betray ! 

She, that had been his friend before. 
Now from the fated monarch tore 
Her charms away. 
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The couutless gifts, — the stately walls. 

The royal palaces, aud halls 

All filled with gold ; 

Plate with armorial bearings wrought, 

Chambers with ample treasures fraught 

Of wealth untold ; 

The noble ttteedn, and harness bright. 
And gallant lord, and stalwart knight, 
In rich airay, — 

AMiere fthall we seek them now ? Alas ! 
Like the bright dew-drops on the grass, 
They passed away. 

His brother, too, whose factious zeal 
Usurped the sceptre of Castile, 
Unskilled to reign ; 
What a gay, brilliant court had he. 
When all the flower of chivalry 
Was in his train ! 

But he was mortal; and the breath. 

That flamed from the hot forge of Death, 

Blasted his years ; 

Judgment of God ! that flame by thee, 

When raging fierce and fearfully. 

Was quenched in tears ! 

JSpain's haughty Constable, — the true 
And gallant Master, whom we knew 
Most loved of all. 

Breathe not a whiaj)er of his pride, — 
He on the gloomy scaffold died. 
Ignoble fall ! 

The countless treasures of his care, 

His hamlets green, and cities fair, 

His mighty power, — 

What were they all but grief and shame, 

Teai-s and a broken heart, when came 

The parting hour? 
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His other brothers^ proud and high, 
Masters, who, in prosperity, 
Might rival kings; 
Who made the bravest and the best 
The bondsmen of their high behest. 
Their underlings; 

AMiat was their prosperous estate, 

WTien high exalted and elate 

With power and pride? 

WTiat, but a transient gleam of light, 

A flame, which, glaring at its height, 

Grew dim and died? 

So many a duke of royal name, 
Marquis and count of spotless fame, 
And baron brave, 

That might the sword of empire wield, 
All these, O Death, hast thou concealed 
In the dark grave ! 

Their deeds of mercy and of arms. 
In peaceful days, or war's alarms. 
When thou dost show, 
Death, thy stem and angry face, 
One stroke of thy all-powerful maco 
Can overthrow. 

Unnumbered hosts, that tlu-eaten nigh, 
Pennon and standard flaunting high. 
And flag displayed; 
High battlements intrenched aix)und. 
Bastion, and moated wall, and mound, 
And palisade. 

And covered trench, secme and deep, — 

All these cannot one victim keep, 

O Death, from thee. 

When thou dost battle in thy wrath, 

And thy strong shafts pursue their path 

Unerringly, 
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O World I 60 few the years we live, 

Would that the life which thou dost gire 

Were life indeed! 

Alas ! thy sorrows fall so fast, 

Our happiest hour is when at last 

The soul is freed. 

Our days are covered o'er with grief, 

And sorrows neither few nor brief 

Veil all in gloom ; 

Left desolate of real good, 

Within this cheerless solitude 

No pleasures bloom. 

Thy pilgrimage begins in tears, 
And ends in bitter doubts and fears. 
Or dark despair; 
Midway so many toils appear. 
That he who lingers longest here 
Knows most of care. 

Thy goods are bought with many a groan. 

By the hot sweat of toil alone, 

And weary hearts ; 

Fleet-footed is the approach of woe. 

But with a lingering step and slow 

Its fuim departs. 

And he, the good man's shield and shade, 

To whom all hearts their homage paid, 

As Virtue's son, — 

Roderic Manrique, — ^he whose name 

Is written on the scroll of Fame, 

Spain's champion ; 

His signal deeds and prowess high 

Demand no pompous eulogy, — 

Ye saw his deeds ! 

Why should their praise in verse be sung? 

The name, that dwells on every tongue. 

No minstrel needs. 
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To friends a friend ; — how kind to all 
The vassals of this ancient hall 
And feudal fief! 

To foes how stem a foe was he ! 
And to the valiant and the free 
How brave a chief! 

What prudence with the old and wi»o : 

AVhat grace in youthful gaieties; 

In all how sage ! 

Benignant to the serf and slave, 

He showed the base and falsely brave 

A lion's rage. 

His was Octavian's prosperous star, 

The rush of Caesar's conquering car 

At battle's call ; 

His, Scipio's virtue ; his, the skill 

And the indomitable will 

Of Hannibal. 

His was a Trajan's goodness, — his 

A Titus' noble charities 

And righteous laws ; 

The arm of Hector, and the might 

Of Tully, to maintain the right 

In truth's just cause : 

The clemency of Antonine, 
Aurelius' countenance divine, 
Firm, gentle, still; 
The eloquence of Adrian, 
And Theodosius' love to man. 
And generous will: 

In tented field and bloody fray, 
An Alexander's vigorous sway 
And stem command; 
The faith of Constantino; ay, more, 
The fervent love Camillus bore 
His native land. 
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He left no well -filled treasury. 

He heaped no pile of richeB high. 

Nor massive plate ; 

He fought the Moors, — and, in their fall. 

City and tower and eastled wall 

Were his estato. 

Upon the hard-fought battle-ground, 
Brave steeds and gallant riders found 
A common grave ; 

And there the warrior's hand did gain 
Tlie rents, and the long vassal train, 
That conquest gave. 

And if, of ohl, his halls displayed 
The honored and exalted grade 
His worth had gained. 
So, in the dark, disastrous hour, 
Brothei-s and bondsmen of his power 
His hand sustained. 

After high deeds, not left untold, 

In the stem warfare, which of old 

'Twaj his to share, 

Such noble leagues he made, that more 

And fairer regions, than before, 

His guerdon were. 

Those are the records, half eflfaced, 

Which, with the hand of youth, he traced 

On history's page; 

But with fresh victories he drew 

Each fading character anew 

In his old njjo. 

By his unrivalled skill, by great, 
And veteran service to the state, 
By worth adored, 
He stood, in his high dignity. 
The proudest knight of chivalry. 
Knight of the Sword. 



COPLAS DE MANRIQUE. 49 

He found his cities and domains 
Beneath a tyrant's galling chains 
And cruel power; 
But hj fierce battle aud blockade. 
Soon his own banner was displayed 
From every tower. 

By the tried valor of his hand, 

His monarch and his native land 

Were nobly served; — 

Let Portugal repeat the story, 

And proud Castile, who shared the glory 

His arms deserved. 

And when so oft, for weal or woe, 

His life upon the fatal throw 

Had been cast down ; 

'V^'lien he had served with patriot zeal 

Beneath the banner of Castile, 

His sovereign's crown ; 

And done such deeds of valor strong 
That neither history nor song 
Can count them all ; 
Then, on Ocana's castled rock, 
Death at his portal came to knock. 
With sudden call, — 

Saying, " Good Cavalier, prepaie 

To leave this world of toil and care 

With joyful mien ; 

Let thy strong heart of steel this day 

Put on its armour for the fray, — 

The closing scene. 

''Since thou hast been in battle-strife, 
So prodigal of health and life, 
For earthly &me, 
Let virtue nerve thy heart again ; 
Loud on the last stem battle-plain 
They call thy name. 

H 
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** Think not the struggle that draws ueai* 
Too terrible for man, — nor fear 
To meet the foe; 
Nor let thy noble spirit giieve, 
Its life of glorious fame to leave 
On earth below. 

" A life of honor and of worth 
Has no eternity on earth, — 
'Tis but a name; 
And yet its glory far exceeds 
That base and sensual life, which leads 
To want and shame. 

** The eternal life, beyond the sky, 
Wealth cannot purchase, nor the high 
The proud estate; 

The soul in dalliance laid, — the spirit 
Corrupt with sin, — shall not inherit 
A joy so great. 

** But the good monk, in cloistered ceil, 
Shall gain it by his book and bell. 
His prayers and tears ; 
And the brave knight, whose arm endures 
Fierce battle, and agmnst the Moors 
His standard rears. 

**And thou, brave knight, whose hand has poured 
The life-blood of the Pagan horde 
O'er all the land. 

In heaven shalt thou receive, at length. 
The guerdon of thine earthly strength 
And dauntless hand. 

" Cheered onward by this promise sure, 
Strong in the faith entire and pure 
Thou dost profess, 
Depart, — thy hope is certainty, — 
The third — the better life on high 
Shalt thou possess." 
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" O Death; no more, no more delay ; 
My spirit longs to flee away, 
And be at rest ; 

The will of Heaven my will shall be, — 
I bow to the divine decree. 
To God's behest. 



« 



My soul is ready to depart. 

No thought rebels, the obedient heart 

Breathes forth no sigh ; 

The wish on earth to linger still 

Were vain, when 'tis God's sovereign will 

That we shall die. 



" O Thou, that for our sins didst take 
A human form, and humbly make 
Thy home on earth; 
Thou, that to thy divinity 
A human nature didst ally 
By mortal birth, 

*' And in that form didst suffer hero 
Torment, and agony, and fonv, 
So patiently ; 

By thy redeeming grace alone, 
And not for merits of my own, 
O, pardon me ! " 

As thus the dying warrior prayed, 
Without one gathering mist or shade 
Upon his mind ; 
Encircled by his family, 
Watched by affection's gentle eye 
So soft and kind ; 

His soul to Him, who gave it, rose ; 

God lead it to its long repose. 

Its glorious rest! 

And though the warrior's sun has set, 

Its light shall linger round us yet, 

Bright, radiant, blest. 



NOTE. 

Don JoBGE Maxriqi^e, Uio author of the preceding poem, flourished in the last 
half of the fifteenth century. He folluwe(l the pn)feH8iou of arms ; and Mariana, 
in hia Hiatory of Spain, makea honourable mention of liim, as being present at the 
siege of Ucl^s ; he si>eaks of hira as " a youth of estimable qualities, who in thia 
war gave Inilliant proofs of his valour. lie died young — having been mortally 
wounded in a skirmish near Cunavotte. in tlie year 1471) — and was thus cut off fhmi 
long exercising his great virtues, and exhibitiitg Ut the world the light of his genioa, 
wliich was already know to fnine." 

Tlie name of lUxlrigo Manrique, the father of the i>oet, Conde de Paredea and 
Maestre de Santiago, is well known in Spanish history- and song. He died in 1476 ; 
according to Mariana, in tlic town of Uol6» ; but according to the poem of his son, 
in the town of Ocaua. It was his death that ciilled fortli the poem upon which 
rests the literary reputation of the younger Manrique. In the language of hia 
historian, ** Don Joiv«) Manrique, in an flegaut oile, fUll of ]K>etic beanties, rich 
embellishments of gi-nius an<l high moral rellei'tions, mourned the death of bia 
feUier, as with a funeral hymn." Tliis praise is n«>t exaggeratc<l ; the poera is a 
model in its kind. Its couc«'ption is solemn and beautiful, and, in accordance with 
it, the style moves on — calm, dignified, and m^estic. It is a great fa\'oarite in 
Spain ; and no less than four [Hietic Glosses, or nmning commentaries, U]M>n it 
have Iwen published. 

The follo¥ring stanzas of the ikhmh were found in the author's p<ic.ket, after his 
death on the field of liattle : 

" O world ! so few the years we live, 
Would that the life tliat tliou dost give 
Were life indeed I 
Alas ! thy sorrows fall so fast, 
Our happiest hour is when at last 
The soul is fVeed. 

" Our days are covered o'er with grief, 
.\nd sorrows neither ft!W nor brief 
Veil all in gloom ; 
Left desolate of real good. 
Within this cheerless Rolitu<Ic 
No lileosures bloom. 

** Thy pilgrimage liegins in tears, 

And en<ls in bitter doubts nn<l fenrs. 

Or dark desjiair ; 

Midway so many tolls appoor, 
' Thntiwf whn lingt>rs longest here 

Knows most|of care. 

" Thy gixxls are bought with many a groan. 
By the hot.i»weat of toil alone, 
An<l weary hearts ; 
Fleet-fV>o*eil is the approach of woe. 
Rut with a lingrrin}^ step and slow 
Its form departs." 




THE BROOK. 



Laugh of the mouDtain ! — lyre of bird and tree ! 
Pomp of the meadow I mirror of the morn ! 
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The soul of April, unto whom are bom 

The rose and jessamine, leaps wild in thee ! 

Although where'er thy devious current strays, 

The lap of earth with gold and silver teems. 

To me thy clear proceeding brighter seems 

Than golden sands, that charm each shepherd's gaze. 

How without guile thy bosom, all transparent 

As the pure crystal, lets the curious eye 

Thy secrets scan, thy smooth, round pebbles count ! 

How, witliout malice murmuring, glides thy current ! 

O sweet simplicity of days gone by ! 

Thou Bhun'st the liaunts of man, to dwell in limpid fount ! 



THE CELESTIAL PILOT. 

rilOM I>ANTK. FrKOATOBIO, II. 

And now, behold ! as at the approach of morning, 
Through the gross vapors, Mars grows fiery red 
Down in the west upon the ocean floor, 

Appeared to me, — may I again behold it ! — 
A light along the sea, so swiftly coming, 
Its motion by no flight of wing is equalled. 

And when therefrom I had withdrawn a little 
Mine eyes, that I might question my conductor. 
Again I saw it brighter grown and larger. 

Thereafter, on all sides of it, appeared 
I knew not what of white, and underneath, 
Little by little, there came forth another. 
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My master yet had uttered not a word, 
Wliile the first brightness into wings unfolded ; 
But, when he clearly recognised the pilot, 

He cried aloud : ** Quick, quick, and bow the knee ! 
Behold the Angel of God ! fold up thy hands ! 
Henceforward shalt thou see such officers ! 

" See, how he scorns all human argumcntd, 

So that no oar he wants, nor other sail 

Than his own wings, between so distant shores I 

** See, how he holds them, pointed straight to heuvfii, 

Fanning the air with the eternal pinions, 

That do not moult themselves like mortal hair ! " 

And then, as nearer and more near us came 
The Bird of Heaven, more glorious he appeared, 
So that the eye could not sustain his prescmco. 

But down I cast it ; and he came to shore 
With a small vessel, gliding swift and light, 
So that the water swallowed nought thereof. 

Upon the stem stood the Celestial Pilot ! 

Beatitude seemed written in his face ! 

And more than a hundred spirits sat within. 

" In exit It Israel out of Egypt I *' 
Thus sang they all together in one voice. 
With whatso in that Psalm is after written. 

Then made he sign of holy rood upon them. 
Whereat all cast themselves upon the shore. 
And he departed swiftly as he came. 
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THE TERRESTRIAL PARADISE. 



PROM DASTE. I'UROATORIO. XXVIII. 

LoNOiNQ already to search in and round 
The heavenly forest, dense and living-green, 
WTiich to the eyes tempered the new-bom day, 

Withouten more delay I left the bank, 

Crossing the level country slowly, slowly, 

Over the soil, that everywhere breathed fragrance. 

A gently-breathing air, that no mutation 
Had in itself, smote me upon the forehead, 
No heavier blow, than of a pleasant breeze, 

Whereat the tremulous branches readily 

Did all of them bow downward towards that side 

Where its first shadow casts the Holy Mountain ; 

Yet not from their upright direction bent 
So tbat the little birds upon their tops 
Should cease the practice of their tuneful art ; 

But, with full-throated joy, the hours of prime 
Singing received they in the midst of foliage 
That made monotonous burden to their rhymes, 

Even as from branch to branch it gathering swells. 
Through the pine forests on the shore of Chiassi, 
Wlien iEolus unlooses the Sirocco. 

Already my slow steps had led me on 

Into the ancient wood so far, that I 

Could sec no more the place where I had entered. 
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And lo ! my farther course cut oft* a river, 
Which, towards the left hand, with its little weaves, 
Bent down the grass, that on its margin sprang. 

All watei's that on earth most limpid are, 

Would seem to have within themselves some mixture. 

Compared with that, which nothing doth conceal. 

Although it moves on with a brown, brown current, 
Under the shade perpetual, that never 
Ray of the sun lets in, nor of the moon. 



BEATRICE. 

>ftOM DAXTK. PrRCATOHIo, XXX. XXXl. 

Even as the Blessed, in the new covenant. 
Shall rise up quickened, each one from his grave. 
Wearing again the garments of the flesh ; 

So, upon that celestial chariot, 

A hundred rose ad voceni tant'i sen is, 

Ministei-s and messengei*s of life eternal. 

They all were saying : ^^Benedictus qui venisf' 
And scattering flowers above and round about, 
" Manibus o date lilia pltnis.^^ 

I once beheld, at the approach of day. 
The orient sky all stained with roseate hues, 
And the other heaven with light serene adorned, 

And the sun's face uprising, overshadowed. 
So that, by temperato influence of vapours, 
The eye sustained his aspect for long while ; 

Thus in the bosom of a cloud of flo Wei's, 
\Miich from those hands angelic were thrown up. 
And down descended inside and without 
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With orowii of olive o'er a suow-white veil, 
Appeared a lady, under a green mantle. 
Vested in colours of the living flame. 

* 4r -> •:;- -K- 

Even as the snow, among the living rafters 

Upon the hack of Italy, congeals. 

Blown on and beaten by Sclavonian winds, 

And then, dissolving, filters through itself, 
Whene'er the land, that loses shadow, breathes, 
Like as a taper melts before a fire, 

Even such I was, without a sigh or tear, 
Before the song of those who cliime for ever 
After the chiming of the eternal spheres ; 

But, when I heard in those sweet melodies 

Compassion for me, more than had they said, 

** O wherefore, lady, dost thou thus consume him ? " 

The ice that was about my heart congealed, 
To air and water changed, and, in ray anguish. 
Through lips and eyes came gushing from my breast. 



Confusion and dismay, together mingled. 
Forced such a feeble " Yes ! " out of my mouth. 
To undei*stand it one had need of sijrht. 



Even as a cross-bow breaks, when 'tis discharged, 
Too tensely drawn the bow-string and the bow, 
And with less force the arrow hits the mark ; 

So I "avc vvav under this heavy burden. 

Crushing forth into bitter teai*s and sighs. 

And the voice, fainting, flagged upon its passage. 







Gkntlk Spring !— in Bunshine clad. 
Well Jort thou t!>j power iliaplay ! 
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For Winter maketh the light heart sad, 
And thou, — thou makest the sad heart gay. 

lie sees thee, and calls to his gloomy train, 

The sleet, and the snow, and the wind, and the rain ; 

And they shrink away, and they flee in fear, 
W'hon thy merry stop draws near. 

Winter giveth the fields and the trees, so old. 

Their beards of icicles and snow ; 
And tlie rain, it rainetli so fast and cold. 

We nmst cower over the embers low ; 
And, snugly housed from the wind and weather. 
Mope like birds that are changing feather. 
But the storm retires, and the sky grows clear, 

When thy merry step draws near. 

Winter maketh the sun in the gloomy sky 

Wrap him round with a mantle of cloud ; 
But, Heaven be praised, thy step is nigh ; 
Thou teai-est away tlie mournful shroud, 
And the earth looks bright, and Winter surly. 
Who has toiled for nought both late and early. 
Is banished afar by the new-bom year, 
When tliy mony stop draws near. 



THE BIBD AND THE SHIP. 

FROM TlIE GERMAN OF MULLER. 

** The rivers rush into tho sea. 
By castle and town they go ; 

Tho winds behind them merrily 
Their noisy trumpets blow. 

" Tho clouds arc passing far and high. 
We little birds in them play ; 

And everything, that can sing and fly. 
Goes with us, and far awav. 



THE BIRD AND THE SHIP. (>l 

" I greet thee, bonny boat ! WTiither, or whence, 

With thy fluttering golden band ? *' — 
** I greet thee, little bird ! To the wide sea 

I haste fn*in tlie narrow land. 

" Full and swollen is everv sail ; 

I sec no longer a hill, 
I have trusted all to the sounding gale, 

And it will not let me stand still. 

"And wilt thou, little bird, go with us? 

Thou mavest stand on the mainmast tall, 
For full to sinkin": is mv house 

With merry companions all.'' — 

** I need not and seek not company. 

Bonny boat, I can sing all alone ; 
For the mainmast tall too heavy am I, 

Bonny boat, I have wings of my own. 

" High over the sails, high over the mast, 

WTio shall gainsay these joys? 
When thy merry companions are still, at last, 

Thou shalt hear the sound of my voice. 

*' Who neither may rest, nor listen may, 

God bless them every one ! 
I dart away, in the bright blue day, 

And the golden fields of the sun. 

** Thus do I sing my weary song, 

Wlierever the four winds blow ; 
And this same song, my whulc life long, 

Neither Poet nor Printer may know." 
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THE CHILI) ASLEEP. 



FROM TlIK FRKSrif. 

S^T?ET babe ! tnie portrait of thy father's face, 
Sleep on the bosom, that thy lips have pressed ! 

Sleep, little one ; and closely, gently place 
Thy drowsy eyelid on thy mother's breast. 

Upon that tender eye, my little friend, 

Soft sleep shall come, that cometh not to me ! 

I watch to see thee, nourish thee, defend ; — 
'Tis sweet to watch for thee, alone for thee ! 

His arms fall down ; sleep sits upon his brow ; 

His eye is closed ; he sleeps, nor dreams of harm. 
Wore not his cheek the apple's ruddy glow, 

Would you not say he slept on Death's cold arm ? 

Awake, my boy I — I tremble with affright ! 

Awake, and chase this fatal thought ! — Unclose 
Thine eye but for one moment on the light ! 

Even at the price of thine, give me repose ! 

Sweet error ! — he but slept, — I breathe again ; 

Come, gentle dreams, the hour of sleep beguile ! 
O ! when shall he, for whom I sigh in vain, 

Beside me watch to see thy waking smile ? 




TIIK GKAVE. 



So% thee iras a bouse built 
Ere thou waat bom, 
For thee was a mould metuit 
Ere Ihou of mother earnest. 
But it b not made readv. 
Nor its depth measured, 

How long it shall be. 
Now I bring (hee 
Where thoQ shalt be ; 
Now I shall measure tbec. 
And the mould afterwards. 

Tbi^ house is not 
Higblj timbered. 
It is unliigh and low ; 
When Ihou art ihcreiu. 
The heel-najs are low, 
The side- ways unh^li. 
The roof is built 
Thjr bi^ust full uijrii. 
So thou abalt iu mould 



DweU fall cold. 
Dimiy and dark. 

Doorless is that bouse. 
And dark it is witliin ; 
Tliere tjiou art fast iletaiued. 
And Death iinth the key. 
Loathsome is tliut earth-house, 
-•Ind grim within to dwell. 
There thou shalt dwell, 
And worms shall divide tbeo. 

Tlius thou art laid, 
.\ud leaveal; thy friends ; 
Tliou hast no friend. 
Who will come to thee. 
Who will ever see 
Uow that bouse pleaseth thee ; 
Who will ever open 
The door for tbee 
And descend after tlicc, 
For siiou tiiou art InatJisouie 
Aud JLHieful to see. 
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KING CHRISTIAX. 

.\ NAHONAI. Mf)St) (IK PKNMAKK. — PROM Till: [1ANI8H OP JOHAKKBH XVAJLD. 

KiN(i Christiax stood by the lofty mast 

III iiiLst and smoke ; 
His sword was hammering so fast, 
Through Gothic helm and braiu it passed ; 
Then sank each hostile hulk and mast, 

In mist and .smoke. 
** Fly ! '' shouted they, ** fly, he who can ! 
Wlio hmves of Denmark's Christian 

The stroke ? " 

Nils Juol gave heed to the tempest's roar, 

Now is the hour ! 
He hoisted his bloml-red flag once more, 
And smote upon the foe full sore, 
And shouted loud, through the tempest's roar, 

** Now is the hour ! " 
•* Fly ! '' shouted they, ** for shelter fly ! 
Of Denmark's Juel who can defy 

The power ? '' 

North Sea ! a glimpse of WY^ssel i-ent 

Thy murky sky ! 
Then champions to tliine arms were sent ; 
Tenor and Deatli glared where he went ; 
From the waves was heard a wail, that rent 

Tliy nnu'ky sky ! 
From Denmark, tlumders TordenskioF, 
Let each to Heaven commend his soul, 

And fly ! 

Path of the Dane to fame and might ! 

Dark -rolling wave ! 
Ileceive thy friend, who, sconiing flight, 
Goes to meet danger with des})ite, 
I^'oudly as thou the tempest's might, 

Dark-rollinff wave I 
And amid pleasures and alanns. 
And wai' and victor v, he thine arni> 

iMv i»:rave I 




Thkrr nat one (la_v in qiiiot. 

By ftii alehuust; on tlio Klnn(>. 
Fuiir hale niiJ hcuily fullows. 
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The landlord's daughter filled (heir cups, 

Around the rustic hoard ; 
Then sat they all ro calm and still, 

And spake not one lude word. 

But, wlien the maid departe<l, 

A Swahian raised hin hand, 
And cried, all hot and flushed with wine, 

*' Ivon^ live the Swahian land ! 

** TIk' greatest king<lom upon earth 

Cannot with that compare ; 
AVith all the stout and hardy men 

And the nut-hmwn maidens theiv.'* 

*' Jla!'* cried a Saxon, laughing, — 
And dashed his l)eard with wine ; 

*^ I had rather live in Lapland, 
Than that Swahian land of thine ! 

" The goodliest land on all this earth, 

It is the Saxon land ! 
There have I as many maidens 

As finirers on this hand!" 

** Hold vour tontrues ! lK)th Swahian and Saxon ! '* 

A hold Bohemian cries ; 
" If there's a heaven upon this earth, 

In Bohemia it lies. 

*' There the tailor blows the flute. 

And the cobbler blows the liorn. 
And the miner blows the bugle, 

Over mountain gorge and bourn.*' 

♦ ♦ » ♦ ♦ 

And then the landlord's daughter 

Up to heaven raised her hand. 
And said, ** Ve mav no more contend, — 

There lies the happiest land ! '' 




'■Whithkii, tliou tuiliiJ wave? 
\Vhilh(-r, nilli I'D much hnslo, 
Aw if n i!ii.-f «vrt iIh.u?" 



■■ I ftin the Wnvc of Lif.-. 
Staineil with iiiv itmrgiu's duKt : 
From (111" struggle nml tlio strife 
Uf tlio narrow strcaiit I fly 
To the Soa'rt imnicitsity. 
To tvosli fi-um iiic tlic'i»liiiK- 
Of 111,- muiMv boiik« ..f Tim.-." 




How thej so softlj rest. 
All, all the boly dead, 
Unto trlioae dwelling-place 
Now doth mj soul draw m 
How thej M softly rest, 
All in tlieir silent gravca, 
Deep to corruption 
SIowl; down-sintiug ! 



And (bej no longer weep. 
Here, where complaint is still! 
And thcj no longer feel. 
Here, wbere all gladness flies ! 
And bj the cypresses 
Softly o'crsliadoBcd, 
Until the Augel 
Calls tbcui, thcv slumber! 



WHITHER ? 

PROM THE GERMAN OF MULLER. 

I HEARD a brooklet gushing 

From its rockj fountain near, 
Down into the valley rushing. 

So fi-esh and wontli-ous cleai-. 

I know not what came o'er mo, 

Nor who the counsel gave ; 
But I must hasten downward. 

All with my pilgrim-stave ; 

Downward, and ever farther, 

And ever the brook beside ; 
And ever fresher murmured. 

And ever clearer, the tide. 

Is this the way I was going? 

Whither, O brooklet, say ! 
Thou hast, with thy soft murmur. 

Murmured my senses away. 

'VVTiat do I say of a murmur? 

That can no murmur be ; 
'Tis the water-nymphfl that are singing 

Their roundelays under me. 

Let them sing, my friend, let them murmur. 

And wander merrily near; 
The wheels of a mill are going 

In every brooklet clear. 




I K.\(>w a iiitiulcii liiii- ta live, 
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She can both failsc and friendly be, 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Ti*u8t her not, 
She is fooling thee! 

She has two eyes, so soft and bi*own» 

Take care ! 
She gives a side-glance and looks down, 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 

And she has hair of a golden hue, 

Take caie ! 
And what she savs, it is n<»t tnu*, 

Beware ! Ik' ware I 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 

She has a bosom as white as snow. 

Take care ! 
She knows how nnich it is best to show, 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thee ! 

She gives thee a garland woven fiiir, 

Take cai*e ! 
It is a fool's-cap for thee to wear. 

Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 
She is fooling thet) ! 
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SONG OF THE BELL. 



PROM THE GERMAN. 

Bell! thou soundest merri)j, 
When the bridal party 

To the church doth hie ! 
Bell I thou soundest solemnly, 
When, on Sabbath mominp:, 

Fields deserted lie ! 

Bell ! thou soundest merrily ; 
Tellest thou at evening, 

Bed-time drawetli nigh ! 
Bell ! thou soundest mournfully ; 
Tellest thou the bitter 

Farting hath gone by ! 

Say ! how canst thou mourn ? 
How canst thou rejoice? 

Thou art hut metal dull ! 
And yet all our sorrowings. 
And all our rejoicings, 

Thou dost feel them all 1 

God hath wonders many. 
Which wo cannot fathom, 

Flaced within thy form ! 
WTien the heai*t is sinking. 
Thou alone canst raise it. 

Trembling in the storm ! 




CAivuLailirmESiiA.' 



" Hast thou wen that lordly castle, 

That Castle by the Sta ? 
Golilen and red above it 

The clouds 6oat gorgoousty. 
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" And fain it would Btoop downward 
To the minoi-cd wave below ; 

And fain it would bour upward 
In the evening's crimson glow. '* 

** Well have I seen that castle, 

That Castle bj the sea, 
And the moon above it standing. 

And the mist rise solemnly. '' 

*' The winds and the waves of ocean, 

Had thej a merry chime? 
Didst thou hear, from those lofity chanibt^v. 

The harp and the minstrel's rhyme?*' 

** The winds and the waves of ocean, 

They rested quietly ; 
But I heard on the gale a sound of wail. 

And tears came to mine eye." 

** And sawest thou on the tui-rcts 
The King and his royal bride? 

And the wave of their crimson mantles? 
And the golden crown of pride ? 

** Led they not forth, in rapture, 

A beauteous maiden there? 
Resplendent as the morning sun, 

Beaming with golden hair?" 

" Well saw I the ancient pai'ents ; 

Without the crown of pride; 
They were moving slow, in weeds of woe. 

No maiden was by their side ! " 



> 




TtlR HI.ArK KKTOIIT. 



'TwAB Pcnt(*oiJt, till- Vfmt ff Gkilncss. 

Wlien woods ami fiiOds put off nil sn(!ii<' 

Tlio-i Ix-Rnn tlm Kiiitt niul sji.nliP; 
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'^ So from the halls 

Of ancient Ilofburg's walls, 

A luxuriant Sprin^j shall hroak." 

Prumfl and tmniiwtH echo loudly, 
Wave tlie crimson banners proudly. 

From balcony the King looked on ; 
In the play of 8i)ears, 
Fell all the cavaliers. 

Before the nionarch's stalwart son. 

To the barrier of the fight 
Rode at last a sable Knight. 

"Sir Knight! your name and scutcheon, say!" 
" Should I speak it here. 
Ye would stand aghast with fear; 

I am a Prince of mighty sway ! '* 

When ho rode into the lists, 

The arch of heaven grew black with mists, 

And the castle 'gan to rock. 
At the first blow, 
Fell the youth from saddle-bow, 

ITaitlly rises from the shock. 

Pipe and viol call the danct»s, 
Torch-light through the high hall glamvM ; 

Waves a mighty shadow in ; 
With manner bland 
Doth ask the maiden's hand, 

Doth with her the dance begin ; 

Danced in sable iron sark, 
Danced a measure weird and dark, 

Coldly clasped her limbs around. 
From breast and hair 
Down fall from her the fair 

Flowerets, faded, to the gi'ound. 



» 



THE childrp:n of the lords suiter. 



KKO.M THK SWEDISH. 



PREFATORY REMARKS. 

This Idyl, from tlie original of Bishop Tegiier, descriptive of scenes of village life 
in Sweden, enjoys a well-merited reputation in the North of Europe, from its beauty 
and simplicity as well as from the piu-e and elevated tone of the writer. 

There is something patriarchal stiU lingering about niral life in Sweden, com- 
bined with an almost i)rimeval simplicity, an almost primeval sohtude, which 
renders it a tit theme for song. You i)iiss out from tiie gate of the city, and, as if by 
magic, the scene ciianges to a wild, woodland landscai)e. Around you are forests 
of fir, with their long, fan-hke branches ; wliile under foot is spread a carpet of yellow 
leaves. On a wooden bridge you cross a little silver stream ; and anon tx)me forth into 
a pleasant land of farms. Wooden fences divide the adjoining fields. The gates are 
opened by troops of children, and the i)easants t<ike oft* their hats as you jjass. The 
houses in the villages and smaller towns are built of lie^ni timber, and are 
g'.nerally painted red. The floors of the tavenis are strewn >vith the fragrant 
tips of fir-boughs. In many villages there are no taverns, and the i)easant8 take 
turns in receiving travellers. The thrifty housewife shows you into the best chamber, 
the walls of which are hung round with rude i>ictures from the Bible ; and she 
brings you ciu-dled milk from the pan, with oaten cakes baked some months 
before. Meanwhile, the sturdy husband has brought his horses from the plough, and 
harnessed them to your carriage. Solitary travellers come and go in uncouth one- 
horse chaises. ^lost of them are smoking pijKJs, and have hanging around their 
necks in front, a leather wallet, in which they carry tobacx-o, and the great bank- 
notes of the country. You meet, also, groups of l»arefuoted Dalekarlian peasant 
women, travelling in ]mi*suit of work, carrying in their hands their shoes, which 
have high heels under the hollow of the foot, and soles of birch l>ark. 

Frequent, too, are the village churches, standing by the road-side. In the church- 
yard are a few flowers, and much green grass. The grave-stones are flat, laige, 
low, and perhaps sunken, like the roofs of old houses ; the tenants all sleeping 
with their heads to the westward. Each held a lighted taper in his hand when he 
died ; and in his coffin were placed his little heart-treasures, and a piece of money 
for his last joiuney. Babes that came lifeless into tiie world were carried in the 
arms of gray-hafred old men to the only cradle they ever slept in ; and in the shroud 
of the dead mother were laid the little garments of the child, that lived and died in 
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SONO OF THE SILENT LAND. 



FKOM THK OKItMAN OF HAMS. 



Into the Silent Land ! 

Ah ! who shall lend us thither? 

Clouds in the evening sky more darkly gather, 

And shattered wrecks lie thicker on the strand. 

Who leads us with a gentle hand 

Thither, O thither. 

Into the Silent Land? 

Into the Silent Land ! 

To you, ye boundless regions 

Of all perfection ! Tender morning-visions 

Of beauteous souls ! The Future's pledge and hnnd ! 

\Mio in Life's battle firm doth stand. 

Shall bear Hope's tender blossoms 

Into the Silent Land I 

O I.and ! O liand ! 

For all the broken-hearted 

The mildest herald by our fate allotted, 

Beckons, and with inverted torch doth stntid 

To lead us with a gentle hand 

Into the land of the great Departed, 

Into the Silent land I 




THE CHILDREN (JF THE LORD'S SUPPER. 



KKOM THK .>\VKl>l.-'ll 



PREFATORY REMARKS. 

This Idyl, from the original of liishop Te^aicr. (lesiTii»tive of SL-enos of village life 
iu Sweden, enjoys a well-merited rejuitation in tlie North of Euroj)e, from its beauty 
and simplicity as well as from the jmre and elevated tone of tlie writer. 

There is something iMitriarchal still lingerin*^ about nind life in Sweden, com- 
l»ined with an almost primeval simplicity, an ahnost primeval solitude, whieh 
renders it a tit theme for song. You jmss out from tlie gate of tlie city, and, as if by 
magic, the scene changes to a wild, woodland landscajje. Around you are forests 
of fir, with their long, fan-like brandies ; while under foot is spread a caqKjt of yellow 
leaves. On a wooden bridge you civss a little silver streiim : and anon come forth into 
a jdeasant land of farms. Wooden fences divide the adjoining fields. The gates are 
opened by troops of children, and the i)eas<\nts take off their hats as you pa.ss. The 
houses in the villages and smaller towns are built of hewn timl>er, and aro 
generally i)ainted red. The tiooi-s of tlie taverns are strewn with the fragrant 
tips of fir-boughs. In many villages there are no taverns, and the jieasants take 
turns in receiving travellers. The thrifty housewife shows you into the best chanil)er, 
the walls of which are hung round with rude i»ictures from the IVible ; and she 
brings you cunlled milk fmm the pan, with oaten cakes baked some months 
l>efore. Meanwhile, the stunly husluind has bnnight his hors(.»s from the plough, and 
harnessed them to your cjirriage. Solitary travellei"s come and go in uncouth one- 
horse chaises. Most of them are .smoking ])ii)cs, and have iianging around their 
necks in front, a leather wallet, in which they carry tobacco, and the great l»ank- 
notes of the countr>'. Y'ou meet, also, groui)s t»f Uuefooted Dalekarlian iieasant 
women, travelling in ]mrsuit of work, carrying in their hainls their shoes, which 
have high heels under the luJlow of the f<M»t, and sok-s of biR-h bark. 

Frequent, too, are the village churches, standing by the n»ad-side. In the church- 
yard are a few tiower.s, and much green grass. The grave-stones are flat, large, 
low, and perhaps sunken, like the nN>fs of old hou.ses ; the tenants all sleeping 
with their heads to the westward. Each held a lighted tai)er in his hand when he 
died ; and in his coffin were ])laced his little heart- treasures, and a ]tiece of money 
for his last joiuney. Babes that came lifeless into the world were carried in the 
arms of gray-haired old men to the only cradle they ever Kle]it in ; and in the shrr>ud 
of the dead mother were laid the little gannents of the child, tliat lived and died in 
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her bosom. Near the church-yani gate stands a iKK)r-lH.>x, with a slooi^mg roof over it, 
£a8tened to a post by iron bands, and secured hy a ])adlook. If it l)e Sunday, the 
peasants sit on the church steps and con their i)saliu-buoks. Others are coming down 
the road, listening to their beloved i)astor. He is tiieir i^itriarc)i, and, like Melchi- 
zedek, both priest and king, though lie has no other throne than the c)iurch pulpit. 
The women carry psalm-books in their hands, wrapjied in silk handkerchiefs, and 
listen devoutly to the good man's words. But the y(»ung men, like Gallic, care for 
none of these things. They are busy countuig the i)laits in the kirtles of the 
peasant girls, their nmnber being an indication of the wearer s wealth. 

I will endeavour to describe a village wedding in Sweden. It shall be in sunmier 
time, that the early song of the lark and of chanticleer may l>e heard mingling 
in the dear morning air, just after simrise. In the yard there is a sound of voices 
and trampling of hoofs. The steed is led forth tliat is to l)car the bridcgri»om, 
with a bunch of flowers upon his forehead, and a garland of com-tiowers around his 
neck. Friends from the neighlK)uring farms come riding in, and the happy 
bridegroom, with a whip in his hand, and a monstrous nosegay in the breast of 
his black jacket, comes forth from his chamber; and tiien to horse and away, 
towards the village where the bride is demurely waiting. 

Foremost rides the Spokesman, followed by some village musicians. Next comes 
the happy swain between his two groomsmen, and then *' heaps of friends," half of 
them perhaps with fire-arms in their hands. A wagon laden with food and drink 
brings up the rear. At the entrance of every village stands a triumphal anh, 
adorned with flowers aiid ribands ; and as they pass beneath it the wedding guests 
fire a salute, and the whole procession stops. And straight from many a pocket 
flies a black-jack, filled with punch or brandy. It is passed from hand to hand 
among the crowd ; provisions are brought from the wagon, and after eating and 
drinking and hurrahing, the i)rocession moves forward again, and at length di-aws 
near the house of the bride. Four heralds ride forward io announce that a knight 
and his attendants are in the neigh}x>uring forest, and pray for hospitality. '* How 
many are you T* asks the bride's father. ** At least three lumdred," is the answer ; 
and to this the host replies, " Were you seven times as many, you should all )fe 
welcome ; and in token thereof receive this cup.'' Whereu|X)n each herald receives 
a can of ale ; and soon after the whole jovial comi>any pours into the farmer's 
yard, and, riding round the May-pole in the centre, alights amid a grand flourish 
of music. 

In the hall sits the bride, with a crown upon her head and a tear in her eye ; 
she is dressed in a re<l Ixxlice and kirtle, with loose hnen sleeves. There is a 
gilded belt around her waist ; and around her neck strings of golden beads, and 
a golden chain. On the crown rests a WTcath of wild roses, and helovf it another 
of cypress. Loosely over her shoulders falls her flaxen liair ; and her blue innocent 
eyes are fixed upon the ground. But with all this display, she is poor in worldly 
wealth. Her veiy ornaments have been hired for this great day. Yet is she 
rich in health, rich in hope, rich in her first young love. The blessing of heaven lie 
upon thee ! So thinks the parish ])riest, as he joins together the hands of bride 
and bridegroom, saying in deep, solenm tones, — " I give thee in marriage this 
damsel, to be thy wedded wife in all honor, and to share the half of thy l>ed, 
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thy lock aiid key, and every tliinl i>enny which you two may jiosscss, or may inherit, 
and all the rights which Upland's laws provide, and the Iioly king Erik gave." 

The dinner is now served, and the bride sits 1 jet ween the bridegroom and the 
priest The Spokesman delivers an oration after the ancient custom, interlarded 
with quotations from the Bible ; and invites the Saviour to Ikj present at this 
marriage feast, as he was at tlie marriage fea>t in Cana of GaUlee. The table is 
not sparingly set forth, and the feast grK*s cheerly un. Puncli and brandy pass 
round between the courses, and iiere and there a \i\\>e is smoked, while waiting 
for the next dish. Tiiey sit long at tal»le ; and then the <laike lK.';,^ins. It is led 
oflf by the bride and the i»riest. who ])erfonn a solemn minuet togetlier. Not till 
after midnight comes the Last Dance. The <:'\yU foim a rin^' anmnd the bride, to 
keep her from the hands of the married women, who endeavour to break tlirough 
the magic circle, and seize their new si>ter. Alter hmis strug;;ling they succeed ; and 
the crown Ls taken from Jier head and tlie jewels from her neck, and her bodice 
is unlaced and her kirtle taken oft* ; then like a vestal virgin clad all iu white 
she goes, but it is to her mamage ehambei". n«'t to her grave ; and the wedding 
guests follow her with lighte<l candles in their hands. And this is a village 
bridal. 

But 1 must not forget to si>eak of the suddenly changing seasons of tiie Northern 
dime. There is no long si)ring, giadually unfolding leaf and bloss<jm ; — no lingering 
autumn, pomix>us with many-colore<i leaves. IJiit winter and sunnner are wonderful, 
and i^ass into each other. The (juail has hardly ceased piping in the a>m, wheu 
winter from the folds of trailing clouds sows broad-cast over the land snow, icicles, 
and rattling haiL The days wane apace. Ere long the sun hardly rises above the 
horizon, or does not rise at all. The uuhmi and the stai-s shine through the day; 
only, at nc>on, they are jjale and wan, and in the s(Aithern sky a red, lier>' glow, as of 
sunset, bums along the horizon, and then .L;«>es out. And pleasantly under the silver 
moon, and twinkling .stars, ring the steel sln»es of the skaters on the frozen sea, and 
voices, and the sound of I tells. 

And now the Xortheni Liglits l»egin to burn, faintly at fii-st, like sunl^ams playing 
in the waters of the blue sea. Then a soft erims<»n glow tinges the heavens. There 
is a MiLsh on tiie cheek of night. The coloi-s come and go : and change from crimson 
to gold, from gold to crimson. The snow is stained with rosy light. Twofold from 
the zenith, east and we.st, ftames a fterj' swf»rd : and a broad baud passes athwart the 
heavens, like a sunnner sunset. Soft puqtle clouds c<;mc sailing over the sky, and 
through their vainnry folds the winking stars shine white as silver. AVithsuch pomp 
as this is Merry Christmas u»*hered in, thougli (»nly a single star heralded the first 
Christmas. And in memory of that day tiie Swedish iK-asants dance on straw ; and 
the i)easant girls tJirow straws at the timl>ered n>of of the hall, and for every one 
that sticks in a crack shall a gr<»omsman L-ome to their wedding. Merry indeed is 
Christmas-time for Swedish pea.sants : bnindy and nut-brown ale in wooden bowls ; 
and the great Yuleoake crowned with a cheese, and garlanded with apples, and 
upholding a three-armed candlestick over tlie Christmas feast. 

And now leafy mid-summer, full of blossoms and the song of nightingales, is come ! 
In every village there is a May-pole fifty feet high, with wreaths and roses and ril>ands 
streaming in the wind, and a noisy weathen-ftk on top. The sun does not set 

M 
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till ten o*dock at night ; and the children are at play m the streets an hour later. 
The windows and doors are all open, and you may sit and read till midnight without 
a candle. how beautiful is the summer niglit, which is not night, but a sunless yet 
unclouded day, descending upon earth with dews, and shadows, and refreshmg 
coolness ! How beautiful the long, mild twihght, which unites to-day with yesterday ! 
How beautiAil the silent hour, when Morning and Evening thus sit together, hand 
in hand, beneath the starless sky of midnight ! From the church-tower in the public 
square the bell tolls the hour, with a soft, musical chime ; and the watchman, whose 
watch-tower is the belfiry, blows a blast in his horn, for each stroke of the hammer 
and four times, to the four comers of the heavens, in a sonorous voice he chaunts, — 

" Ho ! watchinnii, ho ! 
Twelve is the clock ! 
God keep our town 
From firv and brand, 
And hostile hand ! 
Twelve is the clock ! " 

From his Bwallow*s nest in the belfiry he can see the sun all night long ; and farther 
ncnrth the priest stands at his door in the warm midnight, and lights his pipe with a 
common burning glass. 

I trust that these remarks will not be deemed irrelevant to the poem, but will lead 
to a clearer understanding of it The translation is literal, perhaps to a fciult. In 
no instance have I done the author a wrong, by introducing uito his work any 
supposed improvements or embeUishments of my own. I have preserved even the 
measure ; in which, it must be confessed, the motions of the English Muse are not 
unlike tiiose of a prisoner dancing to the music of his chains ; and perhaps, as Dr. 
Johnson said of the dancing 'dog, " the wonder is nut tliat she should do it so well, 
but that she should do it at all*' 

Esaias Tegn^r, the author of this ix)em, was l)oni in the i)arish of By in Warm- 
land, in the year 1782. In 1799 he entered the University of Lund, as a student ; 
and in 1812 was appointed Professor of Greek in that institution. In 1824 he Ijecame 
Bishop of Wexid, which ofhce he still holds. Ue is the glory and lioast of Sweden, 
and stands first among aU her iK>ets living or dead. His principal work is Frithiofs 
Saga ; one of the most remarkable jtoems of the age. Bishop Tegner is a prophet, 
honored in his own country, adding one more to the hst of great names that adorn 
her history. 




Pentecost, day of rejoicing, liad come. The churuh of the village 
Gteaming stood in the moniiiig's sheen. On the epire of the belfry. 
Tipped with a VRnc of metal, the friendly flames of the Spring-Bun 
Glanced like the tongues of flro, behold bjr ApostlcB oforntjme. 
Clc«r wnii the licaven and hliie, and Majr, with her cap crowned with n 
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Stood in her holiday dress in the fitltls, and the wind and the brooklet 

Murmured gladness and peace, Gotl's-peace ! with lips rosy-tinted 

Whispered the race of the flowera, and merry on balancing branches 

Birds were singing their carol, a julnlant hymn to the Highest. 

Swept and clean was the churchyard. Adorned like a leaf-woven arlwur 

Stood its old-fashioned gate ; and within upon each cross of iron 

Hung was a fragrant garland, new twined by the hands of affection. 

Even the dial, that stood on a hillock among the departed, 

(There full a hundred years had it stood,) was embellished with blossoms. 

Like to the patriarch hoary, the sage of his kith and the hamlet, 

Who on his birth-day is crowned by children and children *s children. 

So stood the ancient prophet, and mute with his pencil of iron 

Marked on the tablet of stone, and measured the time and its changes. 

While all around at his feet, an eternity slumbered in quiet. 

Also the church within was adorned, for this was the season 

When the young, their parent's hope, and the loved-ones of heaven, 

Should at the foot of the altar renew the vows of their baptism. 

Therefore each nook and comer was swept and cleaned, and the dust was 

Blown from the walls and ceiling, and from the oil-painted benches. 

There stood the church like a garden ; the Feast of the Leafy Pavilions* 

Saw we in living presentment. From noble arms on the church wall 

Grew forth a cluster of leaves, and the preacher's pulpit of oak-wood 

Budded once more anew, as aforetime the rod before Aaron. 

Wreathed thereon was the Bible with leaves, and the dove, washed with silver, 

Under its canopy fastened, had on it a necklace of wild-flowers. 

But in front of the choir, round the altar-piece painted by H6rberg,t 

Crept a garland gigantic ; and bright-curling tresses of angels 

Peeped, Uke the sun from a cloud, from out of the shadowy leaf- work. 

Likewise the lustre of brass, new-polished, blinked from the ceiling, 

And for lights there wene lilies of Pentecost sot in the sockets. 

Loud rang the bells already ; the thronging crowd was assembled 
Far from valleys and hills, to list to the holy preaching. 
Hark ! then roll forth at once the mighty tones from the organ. 
Hover like voices from God, aloft like invisible spirits. 
Like as Elias in heaven, when he cast off from him his mantle. 
Even so cast off the soul its garments of earth ; and with one voice 

[ • The Feast of the Tabernacles ; in Swedish, Lnfhyddohogtiden, the Leaf-huts' -high-tide. 
f The peasant-painter of Sweden. He is known chiefly hy his altar-pieces in the village (hurches. 




Chimed in the congregation, nnil i 
Of the Hublime Wallin," of David's harp in 
Timed to the choral of I.uther ; the song o 
Took ercry living soul, and lifted it gcntlj' : 
And every face did shine like the Holy Om 
Lo t there entered then irjlo the church the 
Father he hight and he was in the jiarish ; 
Clothed from his head to his feet the old rai 
Friendly vm he to behold, and glad as the 
Walked he among the cronda, but stilt a cc 



rithem immortal 
I the North-land 
m its powerful pinions 
to heaven, 

e's face upon Tabor. 
Reverend Teacher. 
a christian It plainnetw 
an of seventy winters, 
heralding angel 
intemplative grAndeur 
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Lay on his forehead as clear, as on moss-covcrcd grave-stone a sunlicam. 

As in his inspiration (an evening twilight that faintly 

Gleams in the human soul, even now, from the day of creation) 

Th' Artist, the friend of heaven, imagines Saint John when in Patmos, 

Gray, with his eyes uplifited to heaven, so seemed then the old man ; 

Such was the glance of his eye, and such were his tresses of silver. 

All the congregation arose in the pews that were numbered. 

But with a cordial look, to tlie right and the lefl hand, the old man 

Nodding all hail and peace, disappeared in the innermost chancel. 

Simply and solemnly now pi'oceeded the Christian service, 
Sin^g and prayer, and at last an ardent discourse from the old man. 
Many a moving word and warning, tlmt out of the heart came, 
Fell like the dew of the morning, like manna on those in the desert. 
Afterwards, when all was finished, the Teacher i*eenteix}d the chancel. 
Followed therein by the young. On the right hand the boys had their places. 
Delicate figures, with close-curling hair and cheeks rosy-blooming. 
But on the left-hand of these, there stood tlie tremulous lilies. 
Tinged with the blushing light of the morning, the diffident maidens, — 
Folding their hands in prayer, and their eyes cast down on the pavement. 
Now came, ^th question and answer, the Catechism. In the beginning. 
Answered the children with troubled and faltering voice, but the old man's 
Glances of kindness encouraged them soon, and the doctrines eternal 
Flowed, like the watera of fountains, so clear from lips unpolluted. 
Whene'er the answer was closed, and as oft as they named the Redeemer, 
Lowly louted the boys, and lowly the maidens all courtesied. 
Friendly the Teacher stood, like an angel of light there among them. 
And to the children explained he the holy, the highest in few words. 
Thorough, yet simple and clear, for sublimity always is simple. 
Both in sermon and song, a child can seize on its meaning. 
Even as the green-growing bud is unfolded when Spring-tide approaches. 
Leaf by leaf is developed, and, warmed by the radiant sunshine. 
Blushes with purple and gold, till at last the perfected blossom 
Opens its odorous chalice, and rocks with its ci*own in the breezes, 
So was unfolded here the Christian lore of salvation, 
Line by line from the soul of childhood. The fathers and mothers 
Stood behind them in tears, and were glad at each well-worded answer. 




Kow went the old man up to the alter ; — and straightway transfigured 
(So did it seem unto me) was tlien the affectionate Teacher. 
Like the Lord's Prophet Bublime, and awful as Death and as Judgment 
Stood he, (he God-commisaiuned, the soul-Ecorchcr, cartliwani descending. 
Glances, sharp ns a sword, into hearts, that lo him were transparent. 
Shot he ; hia voice was deep, was low like the thunder afar off. 
So on ft sudden transfigured he stood there, he spake and he questioned. 



8S TRANSLATIONS. 

** This is tlie faith of the Fathers, tlic faith the Apostles delivered, 
This is moreover the faith whereunto I baptized you, \rhile still ye 
I^J on your mother's breasts, and nearer the ]X)rtAls of heaven. 
Slumbering received jou then the Holy Church in its bosom ; 
Wakened from sleep are ye now, and the light in its radiant splendor 
Rains from the heaven downward ; — to-day on the threshold of childliood 
Kindly she frees you again, to examine and make your election. 
For she knows nought of compulsion, and only conviction desireth. 
This is the hour of your trial, the tuniing-point of existence, 
Seed for the coming days ; without revocation depaiicth 
Now from your lips the confession ; Bethink ye, before ye make answer ! 
Think not, O think not with guile to deceive the questioning Teacher. 
Sharp is his eye to-day, and a curse ever i-ests upon falsehood. 
Enter not with a lie on Life's journey ; the multitude hears you. 
Brothers and sisters and parents, what dear upon earth is and holy 
Standeth before your sight as a witness ; the Judge everlasting 
Looks from the sun down upon you, and angels in waiting beside him 
Grave your confession in letters of fire, upon tablets eternal. 
Thus then, — believe ye in God, in the Father who this world created ? 
Him who redeemed it, the Son, and the Spirit whei'e both are united ? 
Will ye promise me here, (a holy promise !) to cherish 
God more than all things earthly, and every man as a brother ? 
Will ye promise me here, to confirm your faith by your living, 
Th' heavenly faith of affection ! to hope, to forgive, and to suffer. 
Be what it may your condition, and walk befoi-e God in uprightness ? 
Will ye promise me this before God and man ?" — with a clear voice 
Answered the young men Yes ! and Yes ! with lips softly-bi*eathiug 
Answered the maidens eke. Then dissolved from the brow of the Teacher 
Clouds with the thunders therein, and he spake in accents more gentle. 
Soft as the evening's breath, as harps by Babylon's rivers. 

*< Hail, then, hail to you all ! To the heirdom of heaven be ye welcome 
Children no moi-e from this day, but by covenant brothers and sisters ! 
Yet, — for what reason not children ? Of such is tlic kingdom of heaven. 
Here upon earth an assemblage of children, in heaven one Father, 
Ruling them all as his household, — forgiving in turn and chastising, 
That is of human life a picture, as Scripture has taught us. 
Blessed arc the pme before God ! Upon purity and upon virtue 
Resteth the Christian Faith ; she hei*self from on high is descended. 
Strong as a man and pure as a child, is the sum of the doctrine. 
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lilliich the Di?ine One taught, and suffered and died on the cross for. 

O ! as je wander this day from childhood's sacred asylum 

Downward and ever downward, and deeper in Age's chill valley, 

O ! how soon will ye come, — too soon ! — and long to turn backward 

Up to its hill-tops again, to the sun-illumined, where Judgment 

Stood like a father before you, and Paixlon, clad like a mother, 

GFa?e you her hand to kiss, and the loving heart was forgiven. 

Life was a play, and your hands grasped after the roses of heaven ! 

Seventy years have I lived already ; the Father eternal 

Gave me gladness and care ; but the loveliest hours of existence. 

When I have steadfastly gazed in their eyes, I have instantly known them. 

Known them all again ; — They were my childhood's acquaintance. 

Therefore take from henceforth, as guides in the paths of existence. 

Prayer, with their eyes raised to heaven, and Innocence, bride of man's childhood. 

Innocence, child beloved, is a guest from the world of the blessed. 

Beautiful, and in her hand a lily ; on life's roaring billows 

Swings she in safety, she heedeth them not, in the ship she is sleeping. 

Calmly she gazes around in the turmoil of men ; in the desert 

Angels descend and minister unto her ; she herself knoweth 

Nought of her glorious attendance ; but follows faitlifiil and humble. 

Follows so long as she may her friend ; O do not reject her, 

For she cometh from God and she holdeth the keys of the heavens. — 

Prayer is Innocence' friend ; and willingly flieth incessant 

Twixt the earth and the sky, the carrier-pigeon of heaven. 

Son of Eternity, fettered in Time, and an exile, the Spirit 

Tugs at his chains evermore, and struggles like flames ever upward. 

Still he recalls with emotion his Father's manifold mansions. 

Thinks of the land of his fathers, where blossomed more freshly the flowers, 

Shone a more beautiful smi, and he played with the wingM angels. 

Then grows the earth too narrow, too close ; and homesick for heaven 

Longs the wanderer again ; and the Spirit's longings are worship ; 

Worship is called his most beautiful hour, and its tongue is entreaty. 

Ah I when the infinite burden of life descendcth upon us, 

Crushes to earth our hope, and, under the earth, in the grave-yard, — 

Then it is good to pray unto God ; for his sorrowing children 

Turns he ne'er from his door, but he heals and helps and consoles them. 

Yet is it better to pray when all things are prosperous with xa, 

Pray in fortunate days, for life's most beautiful Fortune 

Kneels down before the Eternal's throne ; and, with hands interfblded. 

Praises thankful and moved the only giver of blessings. 

N 
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TRANSLATIONS. 



Or do je know, je diildrcii, one blessing that comes not from Heaven ? 

What bttiiiHUDlund forsooth, the poor ! that it has not received ? 

Therefore, fidl in the dust and pray ! The semphs adoring 

Coveg with pinions six their face in the glory of hhn who 

Hung lut masonry pendant on nought, when the world he created. 

Eilth deflhrelii his might, and the firmament uttereth his glory. 

Kadj^ UofifOm and die, and stars fall downward from heaven, 

Downward like withered leaves ; at the last stroke of midnight, millenniums 

Lay themselves down at his feet, and he sees them, but counts them as nothing. 

Who shall stand in his presence ? The wrath of the judge is temfic. 

Casting the insolent down at a glance. Wlien he speaks in his anger 

Hillocks skip like the kid, and mountains leap like the roe-buck. 

Yet, — why are ye afraid, ye children ? This awful avenger, 

Ah ! is a merciful God ! God's voice was not in the earthquake. 

Not in the fire, nor the storm, but it was in the whispering breezes. 

Love is the root of creation ; God's essence ; worlds without number 

Lie in his bosom Rke children ; he made them for this purpose only. 

Only to love and bo loved again, he breathed forth his spirit 

Into the slumbering dust, and upright standing, it laid its 

Hand on its heart, and felt it was warm with a fiame out of heaven. 

Quench, O quench not that flame ! It is the breath of your being. 

Lore is life, but hatred is death. Not father nor mother 

Loved you, as Gt)d has loved you ; for 'twas that you may be happy 

Ghive he his only Son. When he bowed down his head in tlie death-hour 

Solemnised Love its triumph ; the sacrifice then was completed. 

Lo ! then was rent on a sudden the vail of the temple, dividing 

Earth and heaven apart, and the dead from their sepulchres lising 

Whispered with pallid lips and low in the eai-s of each other 

Th* answer, but dreamed of before, to creation's enigma, — Atonement ! 

Depths of Love are Atonement's depths, for Love is Atonement. 

Therefore, child of mortality, love thou the merciful Father ; 

Wish what the Holy One wishes, and not from fear, but affection ; 

Fear is the virtue of slaves ; but the heart that loveth is willing ; 

Perfect was before God, and perfect is Love, and Love only. 

Lovest thou God as thou oughtest, then lovest thou likewise thy brethi-eu ; 

One is the sun in heaven, and one, only one, is Love also. 

Bears not each human figure the godlike stamp on his forehead ? 

Keodest thou not in his face thine origin ? Is he not sailing 

Lost like thyself on an ocean unknown, and is be not guided 

By the same stars that guide thee ? Wbiy shouldst thou hate then thy brother ? 
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Hateth he thee, forgive ! For 'tis sweet to stammer one letter 

Of the Eternal's language ; — on eartli it is called Forgiveness ! 

Knowest thou Him, wlio forgave, witli tlie crown of thonis round his temples? 

Earnestly prayed for his foes, for his murderers ? Say, dost thou know him ? 

Ah ! thou confessest his name, so follow likewise his example, 

Thmk of thy brother no ill, but throw a veil over his failings, 

Guide the erring aright ; for the good, the heavenly Shepherd 

Took the lost lamb in his arms, and bore it back to its mother. 

This is the fruit of Love, and it is by its fruits that we know it. 

Love is the creature's welfare, with God ; but Love amonir mortals 

Is but an endless sigh ! lie longs, and endures, and stands waiting. 

Suffers, and yet rejoices, and smiles with tears on his eyelids. 

Hope, — so is called upon earth, his recompense, — Hope, the befriending, 

Does what she can, for she points evennore up to heaven, and faithful 

Plunges her anchor's peak in the depths of the grave, and beneatli it 

Paints a more beautiful world, a dim, but a sweet play of shallows ! 

Races, better than we, have leaned on her wavering promise, 

Having nought else but Hojie. Then praise wc our Father in heaven. 

Him, who has given us more : for to us has Hope been transfigured. 

Groping no longer in night; she is Faith, she is living assurance. 

Faith is enlightened Hope; she is liirht, is the eye of aftection. 

Dreams of the longing interprets, and carves their visions in marble. 

Faith is the sun of life ; and her countenance shines like the Hebrew's, 

For she has looked upon God ; the heaven on its stable foundation 

Draws she with chains down to earth, and the Xew Jerusalem sinketh 

Splendid with portals twelve in golden vapors descending. 

There enraptured she wandei's, and looks at the figm*es majestic. 

Fears not the winged crowd, in the midst of them all is her homestead. 

Therefore love and believe ; for works will follow spontaneous. 

Even as day does the sun ; the Ilight from the Good is an offspring, 

Love in a bodily shape ; and Ciiiistian works are no more than 

Animate Love and faith, as flowers are the animate spring-tide. 

Works do follow us all unto God ; there stand and bear witness 

Not what they seemed, — but what they were only. Blessed is he who 

Hears their confession secure ; they are mute upon earth until Death's hand 

Opens the mouth of the silent. Ye children, does Death e'er alarm you ? 

Death is the brother of Love, twin-brother is he, and is only 

More austere to behold. AVith a kiss upon lips that are fading 

Takes he the soul and departs, and rocked in the arms of affection, 

Places the ransomed child, new bom, 'fore the face of its father. 
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Sounds of its coining already I hear^ — seo dimly his pmions, 

Swart as the night, but with stars strewn upon them ! I fear not before him. 

Death is only release, and in mercy is mute. Ou his bosom 

Freer breathes, in its coolness, my breast ; and face to face standing, 

Look I on Qod as he is, a sun unpolluted by vapors ; 

Look on the light of the ages I loved, the spirits majestic, 

Nobler, better than I ; they stand by the throne all transfigured, 

Vested in white, and with harps of gold, and are suiging an anthem, 

Writ in the cUmate of heaven, in the language spoken by angels. 

You, in like manner, ye children beloved, he one day shall gather, 

Never forgets he the weary ; — then welcome, ye loved ones, hereafter ! 

Meanwhile forget not the keeping of vows, forget not the promise, 

Wander finom holiness onward to holiness ; earth shall ye heed not ; 

Earth is but dust and heaven is light ; I have pledged you to heaven. 

Gk>d of the Universe, hear me ! thou fountain of Love everlasting. 

Hark to the voice of thy servant ! I send up my prayer to thy heaven ! 

Let me hereafter not miss at thy throne one spirit of all these, 

Whom thou hast given me here ! I have loved them all like a father. 

May they bear witness for me, that I taught them the way of salvation, 

Faithful, so far as I knew of thy word ; again may they know me. 

Fall on their Teacher's breast, and before thy face may I place them, 

Pure as they now are, but only more tried, and exclaiming with gladness, 

Father, lo ! I am here, and the children, whom thou hast given me ! " 

Weeping he spake in these words ; and now at the beck of the old man 
Knee agunst knee they knitted a wreath round the altar's enclosure. 
Kneeling he read then the prayers of the consecration, and softly 
With him the children read ; at the close, with tremulous accents, 
Asked he the peace of heaven, a benediction upon them. 
Now should have ended his task for the day ; the following Sunday 
Was for the young appointed to cat of the Lord's holy Supper. 
Sudden, as struck from the clouds, stood the Teacher silent and laid his 
Hand on his forehead, and cast his looks upward ; while thoughts high and holy 
Flew through the midst of his soul, and his eyes glanced with wonderful brightnoas. 
" On the next Sunday, who knows ! perhaps I shall rest in the grave-yard ! 
Some one perhaps of yourselves, a lily broken untimely. 
Bow down his head to the earth ; why delay I? the hour is accomplished. 
Warm is the heart ; — I will so ! for to-day grows the harvest of heaven. 
What I began accomplish I now ; for what failing therein is 
I, the old man, will answer to God and the reverend father. 
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Say to me only, ye children, ye denizens new-come in heaven, 

Are ye ready this day to eat of the bread of Atonement ? 

What it denoteth, that know ye full well, I have told it you often. 

Of the new covenant a symbol it is, of Atonement a token, 

Stablished between earth and heaven. Man by his sins and transgressions 

Far has wandered from God, from his essence. 'Twas in the beginning 

Fast by the Tree of Knowledge he fell, and it hangs its crown o'er the 

Fall to this day ; in the Thought is the Fall ; hi the Heart the Atonement. 

Infinite is the Fall, the Atonement infinite likewise. 

See ! behind me, as far as the old man remembers, and forward. 

Far as Hope in her flight can reach with her wearied pinions. 

Sin and Atonement incessant go through the life-time of mortals. 

Brought forth is sin full-grown ; but Atonement sleeps in our bosoms 

Still as the cradled babe ; and dreams of heaven and of angels. 

Cannot awake to sensation ; is like the tones in the harp's strings, 

Spirits imprisoned, that wait evermore the deliverer's finger. 

Therefore, ye children beloved, descended the Prince of Atonement, 

Woke the slumberer from sleep, and she stands now with eyes all resj)]('ndent, 

Bright as the vault of the sky, and battles with sin and o'ercomes her. 

Downward to earth he came and transfigured, thence reascended, 

Not from the heart in hke wise, for there he still lives in the Spirit, 

Loves and atones evermore. So long as Time is, is Atonement. 

Therefore with reverence receive this day her visible token. 

Tokens are dead if the things do not live. The light everlasting 

Unto the blind man is not, but is born of the eye that has vision. 

Neither in bread nor in wine, but in the heart that is hallowed 

Lieth forgiveness enshrined ; the intention alone of amendment 

Fniits of the earth ennobles to heavenly things, and removes all 

Sin and the guerdon of sin. Only Love with his arms wide extended. 

Penitence weeping and praying ; the Will that is tried, and whose gold flown 

Purified forth from the flames ; in a word, mankind by Atonement 

Breaketh Atonement's bread, and driuketh Atonement's wine-cup. 

But he who cometh up hither, unworthy, with hate in his bosom, 

Scoffing at men and at God, is guilty of Christ's blessed body, 

And the Eedeemer's blood ! To himself he eateth and drinketh 

Death and doom ! And from this, pi-eserve us, thou heavenly Father ! 

Are ye ready, ye children, to eat of the bread of Atonement ? " 

Thus with emotion he asked, and together answered the children 

Yes ! with deep sobs interrupted. Then read he the due supplications, 

Read the Form of Communion, and in chimed the organ and anthem ; 
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1 Holy Lamb of God, who takcst away our transgressions. 

Hear us 1 giro us thy peace ! have mercy, have mercy upon us ! 

Th' old num, with trembling houd, and heavenly pearls od his eyelids. 

Filled now the chalice and potcn, and dcolt round the luystical symbols. 

O I then aeemed it to me, as if God, with the broad eye of mid-Jay, 

Clearer looked in at the windows, and all tlic trees in the churchyard 

Bowed down their snmmilB of gtmn, and the grass on tlic graves 'gan to shiver 

Bat in the children, (I noted it well ; I knew it) there mn a 

Tremor of holy rapture along through their lej-roIU mcmlicrB. 

Defied like an altar before them, tlicrc ntood the green earth, and above it 

J^arcD opened itself, as of old before Stephen ; they saw therc 

Radiant in glory the Father, nnd on Iiis right liand the Redeemer. 

Under them hear thoy the cloug of horpstrings, and angels from gold clouds 

Beckon to thom like brothers, and fan with tlicir pinions of purple. 

Closed was the Teacher's tusk, miil with heaven in their hearts and their faces, 

Up rose the children all, and each bowed him, weeping fiill sorcly, 

Dqmiward to kiss that reverend hand, but oil of them pressed ho 

Moved to his bosom, and laid, with a prayer, his linnds full of blessingii, 

Now on the holy breast, and now on the innocent trensos. 




THE TWO LOCKS OF IIAIK. 



FROM THE (iEKMAN OF PFIZKK. 

A YOUTH, light-hearted and coiiieiit, 

T wander through the world ; 
Here, iVi'ab-like, is pitched my lent 

And straio:ht an;ain is furled. 

Yet ofl I dream, that once a wile 
Close in my heart was locked, 

And in the sw^et repose of life 
A blessed child I I'ocked. 

I wake ! Away that dream, — away I 

Too long did it remain ! 
So long, that both by night and day 

It ever comes again. 

The end lies ever in my thought ; 

To a grave so cold and deep 
The mother beautiful was brought ; 

Then dropt the child asleep. 

But now the dream is wholly o'er, 

I bathe mine eyes and see ; 
And wander through the world once more, 

A youth so light and fi-ee. 

Two locks, — and they are wondrous fair, — 

Left me that vision mild ; 
The brown is from the mother's hair, 

The blond is from the child. 

And when I see that lock of gold, 

Pale grows the evening-red; 
And when the dark lock I behold, 

I wish that I were dead. 
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THE IIEMLOCK-TKEE. 



FROM THE r.ERMAK. 



O HEMLOCK-TBRK I O houilock-trecl how faithful are thy branches 

Green not alone in summer time, 

But in the winter's frost and rime ! 
O hemlock-tree ! O hemlock-tree ! how faithful are thy branches I 

O maiden fair ! O maiden fair ! how faithless is thy bosom ! 

To love me in prosperity, 

And leave me in adversity ! 
O maiden fair ! O maiden fair ! how faithless is thy bosom ! 

The nightingale, the nightingale, thou tak'st for thine example ! 

So long as summer laughs she sings. 

But in the autumn spreads her wings. 
The nightingale, the nightingale, thou tak'st for thine example ! 

The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is mirror of thy falsehood ! 

It flows so long OS falls the rain. 

In drought its springs soon dry again. 
The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is min*or of thy falsehood ! 



ANNIE OF THAllAW. 

FROM THE LOW GERMAN OF SIMON DACH. 

Annie of Tharaw, my true love of old, 
She is my life, and my goods, and my gold. 

Annie of Tharaw, her hcaii; once again 
To me has surrendered in joy and in pain. 
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Annie of Tharaw, my riches, my good, 
Thou, O my soul, my flesh and my blood ! 

Then come the wild weathci*, come sleet or come snow, 
We will stand by each other, however it blow. 

Oppression, and sickness, and sorrow, and pain, 
Shall be to our true love as links to the chain. 

As the palm-tree standeth so straight and so tall. 
The more the hail beats, and the more the rains fall, — 

So love in our hearts shall grow mighty and strong, 
Through crosses, through soriows, through manifold wrong. 

Shouldst thou be torn from me to wander alone 

In a desolate land whore the sun is scarce known. — 

Through forests I'll follow, and where the sea flows, 
Through ice, and through iron, through armies of foes. 

Annie of Tharaw, my light and my sun. 
The threads of our two lives are woven in one. 

Whatever I have bidden thee thou hast obevetl. 
Whatever forbidden thou hast not gainsaid. 

How in the turmoil of life can love stand. 

Where there is not one heart, and one mouth, and one hand ? 

Some seek for dissension, and trouble, and strife ; 
Like a doix and a cat live such man and wife. 

Annie of Tharaw, such is not our love ; 
Thou art my lambkin, my chick, and my dove. 

Whatever my desire is, in thine may be seen ; 

I am king of the household, and thou art its queen. 

It is this, O my Annie, my heart's sweetest rest, 
That makes of us twain but one soul in one breast. 

This turns to a heaven the hut where we dwell ; 
While wrangling soon changes a home to a hell. 

o 




THE STATUE OVER THE CATHEDRAL DOOR. 



FoRua of Miints and king» aiv Htaiidiiig 

The catht'ilrnl door above ; 
Yet I saw but one aniong ilieiti 

■ftTio liatli swtlHHl my soul with love. 

In his mantle, — wound about him, 
Ab their relies the sowers wind, — 
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Bore ho swallows a?ul their fledglings, 
Flowci*s and weeds of every kind. 

And so stands he culm and childlike, 

High in wind and tempest wild ; 
O, were I like him exalted, 

I would be like him, a child I 

And my songs, — given leaves and blos^unis, — 
To the doors of heaven would bear, 

Calling, even in stoini and tempest, 
Kound me still these birds of air. 



TILE LEGEND OF THE CROSSBILL. 

KKuM THK liKKMAS <»K .IVLIUS M<)."^hS. 

Ox the cross the dvinir Saviour 
Tleavenvvard lifts his eyelids calm, 

Feels, but scarce! v feels, a tremhlint«: 
In his pierced and bleeding palm. 

And by all the world forsaken, 
S<'es he how with zealous care 

At the ruthless nail of iron 
A little bird is striving there. 

Stained with blood and never tiring. 
With its beak it doth not cease, 

P'rom the cross Hwould free the Saviour, 
Its Creator's Son release. 

And the Saviour speaks in mildness: 
** Blest be thou of all the good ! 

Bear, as token of this moment, 
Marks of blood and holy rood! 



ff 



And that bird is called the crossbill ; 

Covered all with blood so clear, 
In the groves of pine it singeth 

Songs, like legends, strange to hear. 
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Or do je know, je chSdren, one blessing that comes not from Heaven ? 

What bMUHUolund forsooth^ the poor ! that it has not received ? 

Therefore^ fidl in the dust and pray ! The seraphs adoring 

Coveg with pinions six their face in the glory of him who 

Hung lut masonry pendant on nought, when the world he created. 

Eiith dedaretfi his might, and the firmament uttereth his glory. 

Raocyt UoB0Dm and die, and stars fall downward from heaven, 

Downward like withered leaves ; at the last stroke of midnight, millenniums 

Lay themselves down at his feet, and he sees them, but counts them as nothing. 

Who shall stand in his presence ? The wrath of the judge is teiTific, 

Casting the insolent down at a glance. \Mien he speaks in his anger 

Hillocks skip like the kid, and mountains leap like the roe-buck. 

Yet, — ^why are ye afraid, ye children ? This awful avenger. 

Ah ! is a merciful Grod ! God's voice was not in the earthquake. 

Not in the fire, nor the storm, but it was in the whispering breezes. 

Love is the root of creation ; God's essence ; worlds without number 

Lie in his bosom Rke children ; he made them for this purpose only. 

Only to love and be loved again, he breathed forth his spirit 

Into the slumbering dust, and upright standing, it laid its 

Hand on its heart, and felt it was warm with a fiame out of heaven. 

Quench, O quench not that flame ! It is the breath of your being. 

Love is life, but hatred is death. Not father nor mother 

Loved you, as God has loved you ; for 'twas that you may he happy 

Gave he his only Son. When lie bowed down his head in the dcath-huur 

Solemnised Love it& triumph ; the sacrifice then was completed, 

Lo ! then was rent on a sudden the vail of the temple, dividing 

Earth and heaven apart, and the dead from their sepulchres rising 

WTiispered with pallid lips and low in the ears of each other 

Th' answer, but dreamed of before, to creation's enigma, — Atonenieiit ! 

Depths of Love ai-e Atonement's depths, for Love is Atonement. 

Therefore, child of mortality, love thou the merciful Father ; 

Wish what the Holy One wishes, and not from fear, but affection ; 

Fear is the virtue of slaves ; but the heart that loveth is willing ; 

Perfect was before Gt)d, and perfect is Love, and Love only. 

Lovest thou God as thou oughtest, then lovest thou likewise thy bretlnen ; 

One is the sun in heaven, and one, only one, is Love also. 

Bears not each human figure the godlike stamp on his forehead ? 

Keadest thou not in his face thine origin ? Is he not sailing 

Lost like thyself on an ocean unknown, and is he not guided 

By the same stars that guide thee ? Why shouldst thou hate then thy brother ? 
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Hateth he thee, forgive ! For 'tis sweet to staminer one letter 

Of the Eternal's language ; — on earth it is called Forgiveness ! 

Knowest thou Him, who forgave, with the crown of thorns round his ^mples? 

Earnestly prayed for his foes, for his murderei*s? Say, dost thou know him? 

Ah ! thou confessest his name, so follow likewise his example. 

Think of thy brother no ill, but throw a veil over his failings. 

Guide the erring aright ; for the good, the heavenly Shepherd 

Took the lost lamb in his arms, and bore it back to its mother. 

This is the fruit of Love, and it is by its fruits that we know it. 

Love is the creature's welfare, with God ; but Love among mortals 

Is but an endless sigh ! He longs, and endures, and stands waiting. 

Suffers, and yet rejoices, and smiles with tears on his eyelids. 

Hope, — so is called upon earth, his recompense, — Hope, the befriending. 

Does what she can, for she points evennore up to heaven, and faithful 

Plunges her anchor's peak in the depths of the grave, and beneath it 

Paints a more beautiful world, a dim, but a sweet play of shadows ! 

Races, better than we, have leaned on her wavering promise, 

Having nought else but Hope. Then praise we our Father in heaven, 

Him, who has given us more : for to us has Hope been transfigured. 

Groping no longer in night ; she is Faith, she is living assurance. 

Faith is enlightened Hope ; she is light, is the eye of affection. 

Dreams of the longing interprets, and carves their visions in marble. 

Faith is the sun of life ; and her countenance shines like the Hebrew's, 

For she has looked upon God ; the heaven on its stable foundation 

Draws she with chains down to earth, and the New Jerusalem sinketh 

Splendid with portals twelve in golden vapors descending. 

There enraptured she wanders, and looks at the figures majestic. 

Fears not the winged crowd, in the midst of them all is her homestead. 

Therefore love and believe ; for works will follow spontaneous. 

Even as day does the sun ; the Right from the Good is an offspring, 

Love in a bodily shape ; and Christian works are no more than 

Animate Love and faith, as flowers are the animate spring-tide. 

Works do follow us all unto God ; there stand and bear witness 

Not what they seemed, — but what they were only. Blessed is he who 

Hears their confession secure ; they are mute upon earth until Death's hand 

Opens the mouth of the silent. Ye children, does Death e'er alarm you ? 

Death is the brother of Love, twin-brother is he, and is only 

More austere to behold. With a kiss upon lips that are fading 

Takes he the soul and departs, and rocked in the arms of affection, 

Places the ransomed child, new bom, 'fore the face of its father. 
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Sounds of its coining already I hear, — see dimly his pinions, 

Swart as the night, but with stars strewn upon them I I fear not before him. 

Death is only release, and in mercy is mute. On his bosom 

Freer breathes, in its coolness, my breast ; and face to face standing. 

Look I on Gt)d as he is, a sun unpolluted by vapors ; 

Look on the light of the ages I loved, the spirits majestic. 

Nobler, better than I ; they stand by the throne all transfigured, 

Vested in white, and with harps of gold, and are singing an anthem, 

Writ in the climate of heaven, in the language spoken by angels. 

You, in like manner, ye children beloved, he one day shall gather, 

Never forgets he the weary ; — then welcome, ye loved ones, hereafter ! 

Meanwhile forget not the keeping of vows, forget not the promise, 

Wander finom holiness onward to holiness ; earth shall ye heed not ; 

Earth is but dust and heaven is light; I have pledged you to heaven. 

Gk>d of the Universe, hear me ! thou fountain of Love everlasting. 

Hark to the voice of thy servant I I send up my prayer to thy heaven ! 

Let me hereafter not miss at thy throne one spirit of all these. 

Whom thou hast given me here ! I have loved them all like a father. 

May they bear witness for me, that I taught them the way of salvation. 

Faithful, so far as I knew of thy word ; again may they know me. 

Fall on their Teacher's breast, and before thy face may I place them. 

Pure as they now are, but only more tried, and exclaiming with gladness, 

Father, lo ! I am here, and the children, whom thou hast given me ! " 

Weeping he spake in these words ; and now at the beck of the old man 
Knee against knee they knitted a wreath round the altar's enclosure. 
Kneeling he read then the prayers of the consecration, and softly 
With him the children read ; at the close, with tremulous accents, 
Asked he the peace of heaven, a benediction upon them. 
Now should have ended his task for the day ; the following Sunday 
Was for the young appointed to cat of the Lord's holy Supper. 
Sudden, as struck from the clouds, stood the Teacher silent and laid his 
Hand on his forehead, and cast his looks upward ; while thoughts high and holy 
Flew through the midst of his soul, and his eyes glanced with wonderful brightness. 
" On the next Sunday, who knows ! perhaps I shall rest in the grave-yard ! 
Some one perhaps of yourselves, a lily broken untimely, 
Bow down his head to the earth ; why delay I? the hour is accomplished. 
Warm is the heart ; — I will so ! for to-day grows the harvest of heoven. 
What I began accomplish I now ; for what failing therein is 
I, the old man, will answer to God and the reverend father. 
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Say to me only, ye children, ye denizens new-come in heaven, 

Are ye ready this day to eat of the bread of Atonement ? 

What it denoteth, that know ye full well, I have told it you often. 

Of the new covenant a symbol it is, of Atonement a token, 

Stabhshed between earth and heaven. Man by his sins and transgressions 

Far has wandered from God, from his essence. 'Twas in the beginning 

Fast by the Tree of Knowledge he fell, and it hangs its crown o'er the 

Fall to this day ; in the Thought is the Fall ; in the Heart the Atonement. 

Infinite is the Fall, the Atonement infinite likewise. 

See ! behind me, as far as the old man remembers, and forward. 

Far as Hope in her flight can reach with her wearied pinions. 

Sin and Atonement incessant go through the life-time of mortals. 

Brought forth is sin full-grown ; but Atonement sleeps in our bosoms 

Still as the cradled babe ; and dreams of heaven and of angels. 

Cannot awake to sensation ; is like the tones in the harp's strings. 

Spirits imprisoned, that wait evermore the deliverer's finger. 

Therefore, ye children beloved, descended the Prince of Atonement, 

Woke the slumberer from sleep, and she stands now with eyes all resplendent, 

Bright as the vault of the sky, and battles with sin and o'ercomes her. 

Downward to earth he came and transfigured, thence reascended. 

Not from the heart in like wise, for there he still lives in the Spirit, 

Loves and atones evermore. So long as Time is, is Atonement. 

Therefore with reverence receive this day her visible token. 

Tokens are dead if the things do not live. The light everlasting 

Unto the blind man is not, but is bom of the eye that has vision. 

Neither in bread nor in wine, but in the heart that is hallowed 

Lieth forgiveness enshrined ; the intention alone of amendment 

Fruits of the earth ennobles to heavenly things, and removes all 

Sin and the guerdon of sin. Only Love with his arms wide extended. 

Penitence weeping and praying ; the Will that is tried, and whose gold flows 

Purified forth from the flames ; in a word, mankind by Atonement 

Breaketh Atonement's bread, and drinketh Atonement's wine-cup. 

But he who cometh up hither, unworthy, with hate in his bosom. 

Scoffing at men and at Grod, is guilty of Christ's blessed body. 

And the Redeemer's blood ! To himself he eateth and drinketh 

Death and doom ! And from this, pi*eserve us, thou heavenly Father ! 

Are ye ready, ye children, to eat of the bread of Atonement ? " 

Thus with emotion he asked, and together answered the children 

Yes ! with deep sobs interrupted. Then read he the due supplications, 

Read the Form of Communion, and in chimed the organ and anthem ; 
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O I Hoi; Lamb of God, who takeet avixy our tron egress iotie. 

Hear qb I give ub thy peace 1 bare mercy, have mercj upon us ! 

Tb* old maa, with trembling hand, and bcavenlj pearls on his eyelids. 

Filled now the chalice and paleo, and dealt ipund the mystical symbols. 

O ! tben seemed it to me, as if God, with the broad eye of mid-day. 

Clearer looked m at the windows, and all ibc trees in the churchyard 

Bowed down their summits of green, and the grass on the graves 'gan to shiver. 

But in the children, (I not^d it well ; I knew it) there ran a 

Tremor of holy rapture along through their icj-cold membcrH. 

Decked like an altar before them, there stood the green earth, and above it 

^aren opened itself, as of old before Stephen ; they saw there 

Badiant in glory the Father, and on his right hand the Redeemer. 

Under them bear they the clang of harpstrings, nnd angels from gold clouds 

Beckon to thorn like brothers, and fan with their pinions of purple. 

Ckwed was the Teacher's task, and with heaven in their hearts and their tacw, 

Up roae the children all, and each bowed him, weeping &11 sorely, 

Dqwnward to kin that reverend hand, but all of them pressed he 

Moved to hie boaom, and laid, with a prayer, his hands full of blessings, 

Now on the holy breast, and now on the innocent tresses. 
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THE TWO LOCKS OF IIAIK. 

FROM THE GERMAN OF PFIZEK. 

A YOUTH, light-hearted and content, 
I wander through the world ; 

Here, Arab-like, is pitched my tent 
iVnd straight again is furled. 

Yet ot't I dream, that once a wife 
Close in my heart was locked, 

And in the sweet repose of life 
A blessed child I rocked. 

I wake ! Away that dream, — away ! 

Too long did it remain ! 
So long, that both by night and day 

It ever comes ajrain. 



O' 



The end lies ever in my thought ; 

To a giave so cold and deej) 
The mother beautiful was brought ; 

Then dropt the child asleep. 

But now the dream is wholly o'er, 

I bathe mine eyes and see ; 
And wander through the world once more, 

A youth so light and free. 

Two locks, — and they are wondrous fair, — 

Left me that vision mild ; 
The brown is from the mother's hair. 

The blond is fi^m the child. 

And when I see that lock of gold. 

Pale grows the evening-red; 
And when the dark lock I behold, 

I wish that I were dead. 
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THE HEMLOCK-TREE. 



FROM THE GERMAN. 



O HBMLOCK-TBBE ! O liemlock -tree ! how faithful arc th^r branches 

Green not alone in summer time. 

But in the winter's frost and rime ! 
O hemlock-tree ! O hemlock-tree ! how faithful are thy branches ! 

O maiden fair ! O maiden fair ! how faithless is thy bosom ! 

To love me in prosperity, 

And leave me in adversity ! 
O maiden fair ! O maiden fair ! how faithless is thy bosom ! 

The nightbigale, the nightingale, thou tak'st for thine example ! 

So long as summer laughs she sings. 

But in the autumn spreads her wings. 
The nightingale, the nightingale, thou tak'st for thine example ! 

The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is mirror of thy falsehood I 

It flows so long as falls the rain, 

In drought its spiings soon dry again. 
The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is minor of thy falsehood I 



ANNIE OF THAJIAW. 

FROM THE LOW GERMAN OF SIMON DACII. 

Annie of Tharaw, my true love of old, 
She is my life, and my goods, and my gold. 

Annie of Tharaw, her heart once again 
To me has surrendered in joy and in pain. 
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Annie of Tharaw, mj riches, my good, 
Thou, O my soul, my flesh and my blood ! 

Then come the wild weather, come sleet or come snow. 
We will stand by each other, however it blow. 

Oppression, and sickness, and sorrow, and pain, 
Shall be to our true love as links to the chain. 

As the palm-tree staudeth so straight and so tall. 
The more the hail beats, and the more the rains fall, — 

So love in our hearts shall grow mighty and strong. 
Through crosses, through sorrows, through manifold wrong. 

Shouldst tliou be torn from me to wander alone 

In a desolate land wliere the sun is scarce known, — 

Througli forests I'll follow, and where the sea flows, 
Through ice, and through iron, through armies of foes. 

Annie of Tharaw, my light and my sun. 
The threads of our two lives are woven in one. 

Wliate'er I have bidden thee thou hast obeved. 
Whatever forbidden thou hast not gainsaid. 

How in the turmoil of life can love stand, 

WTiere there is not one heart, and one mouth, and one hand ? 

Some seek for dissension, and trouble, and strife ; 
Like a dog and a cat live such man and wife. 

Annie of Tharaw, such is not our love ; 
Thou art my lambkin, my chick, and my dove. 

Whate'er my desire is, in thine may be seen ; 

I am king of the household, and thou art its queen. 

It is this, O my Annie, my heart's sweetest rest, 
That makes of us twain but one soul in one breast. 

This turns to a heaven the hut where we dwell ; 
While wrangling soon changes a home to a hell. 

o 




THE STATUK 0V]:K THE CATHEDRAL BOOK. 



FonHB of saints and kings ni-c xtninliiig 

Tlic cathedral door abovu ; 
Yet I saw but one nniong tlicrii 

Wlio liatli Bootlied my soul ttitli lovo. 

In his niftnllc. — wound about him, 
An llioir rolies llio sowcra wind, — 
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Bore he swallows ami their fledglings, 
Flowci*s and weeds of every kind. 

And so stands he culm and childlike, 

High in wind and tempest wild ; 
O, were I like him exalted, 

I would he like him, a child I 

And my songs, — gi*een leaves and hlos^oms, — 
To the dooi-3 of heaven would hear. 

Calling, even in storm and tempest. 
Round me still these birds of air. 



THE LEGEND OF THE CROSSBILL. 

FROM TIIK (iKKMAN OK Jl'LllS MOnEN. 

On the cross the dying Saviour 
Heavenward lifts his eyelids calm, 

Feels, hut scarcely feels, a trembling 
In his pierced and bleeding palm. 

And by all the world forsaken, 
Sees he how with zealous care 

At the ruthless nail of iron 
A little bird is striving there. 

Staine<l with blood and never tiring, 
With its beak it doth not cease. 

From the cross 'twould free the Saviour, 
Its Creator's Son release. 

And the Saviour speaks in mildness; 

** Blest be thou of all the good ! 
Bear, as token of this moment, 

Marks of blood and holy rood!" 

And that bird is called the crossbill ; 

Covered all with blood so clear, 
In the groves of pine it singeth 

Songs, like legends, strange to hear. 




THE SEA HATH ITS PE^VELS. 



TnB Rco hath its penrls, 
The licoven hath its stiii-a ; 

But my heart, toy henrt. 
My heai-t hath its tovi;. 

Great are tlio sen ami the hcnvoii ; 

Yet greater is my heart. 
And fairer than poarN anit stai-a 

Flashes and beams my love. 

Thou Utile, youtliful maideu. 
Come UDio my great hcoit ; 

Jly heart, and the sea, and tlie liei 
Arc rneltitig away with love ! 



POETIC APHORISMS. 



FROM THE BIN>'(;EDICHrK OF KRIEDIIRH VOX LO«;Ar. — SEVKNTELNTH CESTl RV, 



MONEY. 

WuKREUNTo is iiioney good? 
Who has it not wants hardiiiood, 
Wlio has it has much trouble and caic, 
Who once has had it has despair. 



'1^ 



THE JiEST .MEDICINES. 

Joy and Tempemnce and l{epo^e 
Slam the door on the doctor's uo.se. 



SIN. 

Man-like is it to fall into sin. 
Fiend-like is it to dwell therein, 
Ohrist-like is it for sin to grieve, 
God-like is it all sin to leave. 

POVERTY AND BLINDNESS. 

A blind man is a poor man, and blind a poor man is ; 
For the former seeth no man, and the latter no man sees. 

LAW OF LIFE. 

Live I, so live I, 
To my Lord heartily, 
To my Prince faithfully, 
To my Neighbour honestly, 
Die I, so die I. 
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CRKEDS. 

Lutheran, Popish, Calvinistic, all these creeds and doctrines three 
Extant are ; but still the doubt b, where Christianity may be. 



THE RESTLESS HEART. 

A millstono and the human heart are driven ever round ; 

If they have nothing else to grind, they must them.selves be ground. 

CHRISTIAN LOVE. 

Whilom Love was like a fire, and warmth and comfort it besi>oke ; 
But, alas ! it now is quenched, and only bites us, like the smoke. 

ART AND TACT. 

Intelligence and courtesy not always are combined ; 
Often m a wooden house a golden room we tind. 

RETRIBUTION. 

Though the mills of God grind slowly, yet they grind exceeding small ; 
Though with patience he stands waiting, with exactness grinds he all. 

TRUTH. 

When by night the frogs are croaking, kindle but a torch's fii-e. 
Ha ! how soon they all are silent ! Thus Truth silences the liar. 

RHYMES. 

If perhaps these rhymes of mine should sound not well in strangei's' ear.s, 

They have only to bethink them that it happens so with theirs ; 

For so long as words, like mortals, call a fatherland their own, 

They will be most highly valued wherc they ai-e best and longest known. 




IIIE HT.IXIt GIRT. OF CASTKL-CTITJ.E. 



I. 
At tlic foot of the mountain htiglit 
WTicrc is perched Cnstel-Ciiilli', 

When the apple, tlin phim, anil the almonil tree 
In tlio plain Ik-Iow were growing while, 
Tliis is the song one might perceive 

Oil a WcilnpuJny mom of Saint JoMph'ii Etc : 
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" The roads should blossom, tho roads should bloom, 
So fair a bride shall leave her home ! 
Should blossom and bloom with garlands gav, 
So fair a bride shall pass to-dav I " 

This old Te Deum, rustic rites attending. 
Seemed from the clouds descending ; 
When lo I a meiry company 
Of rosy village girls, clean as the eye, 

Each one with hor attendant swain. 
Came to the cliff, all singing the same strain ; 
Resembling there, so near unto the sky. 
Rejoicing angds, that kind Heaven has sent 
For their delight and our encouragement. 

Together blending. 

And soon des(.*ending 

The narrow sweep 

Of the hill-side steep. 

They wind aslant 

Toward Saint Amant, 

Through leafy alleys 

Of verdurous vallovs 

• 

With merry sallios 
Si nixing their chant : 



** The roads should blossom, the roads should bloom. 
So fair a bride shall leave her home ! 
Should blossom and bloom with garlands gay. 
So fair a bride shall pass to-day ! " 



It is Baptiste, and his affianced maiden, 
With garlands for the bridal laden ! 



The sky was blue ; without one cloud of gloom. 
The sun of March was shining brightly. 

And to the air the freshening wind gave lightly 
Its breatliings of perfume. 
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"Wlien one beholds the dusky hedges blossom, 
A rustic bridal, ah ! how sweet it is ! 

To sounds of joyous melodies, 
That touch with tenderness the trembling bosom, 
A band of maidens 
Gaily fi'olicki ng, 
A band of youngsteis 
Wildly rolicking ! 
Kissing, 
Caressing, 
With fingers pressing, 

Till in the veriest 
Madness of mirth, as they dance, 
They retreat and advance, 

Trying whose laugh shall be loudest and merriest ; 
While the bride, with roguish eyes, 
Sporting with them, now escapes and cries : 
** Those who catch me 
Manned verily 
This year shall be ! '' 



And all pui'sue with eager haste. 
And all attain what they pui'sue. 
And touch her pretty apron fresh and new, 
And the linen kirtle round her waist. 



Meanwhile, whence comes it that among 
These youthful maidens fresh and fair. 
So joyous, with such laughing air, 
Baptiste stands sighing, with silent tongue ? 
And yet the bride is fair and young ! 
Is it Saint Joseph would say to us all. 
That love, o'er-hasty, precedeth a fall ? 
O, no ! for a maiden frail, I trow. 
Never bore so loftv a brow ! 
What lovers ! they give not a single caress I 
To see them so careless and cold to-day. 

These are grand people, one would say. 
What ails Baptiste? what grief doth him opprcss? 

r 




It is, that, hall waj up the liill. 
In jOQ cottage, by whose walls 
Stand tlie cart-house and the stnlls, 
Dwellcth the blind orphan slill, 
Daughter of a veteran old ; 
And j'ou must know, one jear ago, 
Tliat Margaret, the young and ti'iidei*. 
Was the village pride and splendor. 
And Baptiste her lover bold. 
Love, the deceiver, thuui ensnared ; 
For thcDi the altar was jircporcd ; 
iiut alas ! the summer's hliglit, 
The dread disease that none can stay. 
The pestilence that walks by night, 
Took the young bride's siglit nwoy. 

All at the father's stem eomniand was changed ; 
Their peace was gone, but not their love estranged ; 
Wearied at home, ere long the lover fleil : 
lietumcd but three short days ago. 
The golden clinin they round bini tlu-ow, 
lie in cnticeil, and onward led 
To many Angela, and yet 
Is thinking ever of MargiiiL-l . 




'I'hon Buddoiilj' a. maiden cried, 
'■ Aima, Tliei-ean, Mary, Kale ! 
Jli-re comos tlie cripple Jauel'' And by a fountain's side 
A woman, bent and gray with years, 
I'nder llie mulberry -trees appears, 
And all towards licr run, as fleet 
As bad llicy wings ujiou their feet. 

Tt is that Jane, the cripple Jane, 
Is a soothsayer, wnry and kind. 
She telletii foilunes, and uoue complain. 
She promises one a village swain, 
Anotlier a happy wedding-day. 
And the bride a lovely boy straiglitwoj. 
All eomea to pass as she avers ; 
She never deceives, she never errs, 

Snt for this once the village seer 
Wears a countenance severe. 
And from bencatli her eycbrowa thin and white 
Her two eyes flash like cannons bright 
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Aimed at the bridegroom in waistcoat blue, 
Who^ like a statue, stands in view ; 
Changing color, as well he might, 
When the beldame wrinkled and gray 
Takes the joung bride by the hand. 
And, with the tip of her reedy wand 
Making the sign of the cross, doth say : — 
" Thoughtless Angela, beware ! 
Lest, when thou weddest this false bridegroom, 
Thou diggest for thyself a tomb ! " 

And she was silent ; and the maidens fair 
Saw from each eye escape a swollen tear ; 
But on a little streamlet silver-clear, 

What arc two drops of turbid rain ? 
Saddened a moment, the bridal train 
Resumed the dance and song again ; 
The bridegroom only was pale with fear ; — 
And down green alleys 
Of verdurous valleys, 
With merry saUies, 
They sang the refrain : — 

" The roads should blossom, the roads should bloom, 

So fair a bride shall leave her home ! 

Should blossom and bloom with garlands gay. 

So fair a bride shall pass to-day ! " 



II. 



And by suffering worn and weary. 
But beautiful as some fair angel yet. 
Thus lamented Margaret, 
In her cottage lone and dreary : — 

" He has arrived ! arrived at last ! 
Yet Jane has named him not these three days past ; 

Arrived ! yet keeps aloof so far ! 
And knows that of my night he is the star ! 
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Knows that long months I wait alone, benighted, 
And count the moments since he went away ! 
Come ! keep tlie promise of that happier day, 
That I may keep the faith to thee I plighted ! 
What joy have I without thee ? what delight ? 
Grief wastes my life, and makes it misery ; 
Day for the others ever, but for me 

For ever night ! for ever night ! 
WTien he is gone 'tis dark I my soul is sad ! 
1 suffer ! O my God ! come, make me glad. 
When he is near, no thoughts of day intrude ; 
Day has blue heavens, but Baptiste has blue eyes ! 
Within them shines for me a heaven of love, 
A heaven all happiness, like that above, 

Xo more of grief ! no more of lassitude ! 
Earth I forget, — and heaven, and all distresses, 
WTien seated by my side my hand ho presses ; 

But when alone, remember all ! 
Where is Baptiste? he heai's not when I call ! 
A branch of ivy, dying on the ground, 

I need some bough to twine around ! 
In pity come ! be to my suffering kind ! 
True love, they say, in grief doth more abound ! 

What then — when one is blind ? 

" Who knows ? perhaps I am forsuken ! 
Ah ! woe is me ! then bear me to my grave ! 

O God ! what thoughts within me waken ! 
Away ! he will return ! I do but rave ! 

He will return ! I need not fear ! 

He swore it by our Saviour dear ; 

He could not come at his own will ; 

Is weary, or perhaps is ill ! 

Perhaps his heart, in this disguise. 

Prepares for me some sweet surprise ! 
But some one comes ! Though blind, my heart can see ! 
And that deceives me not ! 'tis he ! 'tis he ! " 

And the door ajar is set, 

And poor, confiding Margaret 
Kiscs, with outstretched arms, but sighUeBs eyes ; 
Tis only Paul, her brother, who thus cries : — 
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*' Angela the brido lias passed ! 
I saw the wedding guests go hy ; 
Tell me, mj sister, why were we not asked ? 
For all are there but you and I ! " 

" Angela married ! and not send 
To tell her secret unto me ! 
O, speak ! who may the bridegroom be?" 
My sister, 'tis Baptiste, thy friend !'* 



(t 



A cry the blind girl gave, but nothing said ; 

A milky whiteness spreads upon her cheeks ; 
An icy hand, as heavy as lead. 
Descending, as her brother speaks, 
Upon her heart, that has ceased to beat, 
Suspends awhile its life and heat. 

She stands beside the boy, now sore distressed, 

A wax Madonna as a peasant dressed. 

At length, the bridal song again 
Brings her back to her sorrow and pain. 

*' Hark ! the joyous airs are ringing ! 
Sister, dost thou hear them singing ? 
How merrily they laugh and jest ! 
Would we were bidden with the rest ! 
I would don my hose of homespun gray, 
And my doublet of linen striped and gay ; 
Perhaps they will come ; for they do not weil 
Till to-morrow at seven o'clock, it is said ! " 
" I know it ! " answered Margaret ; 

AMiom the vision, with aspect black as jet. 
Mastered again ; and its hand of ice 

Held her heart crushed, as in a vice ! 

" Paul, be not sad ! Tis a holiday ; 
To-morrow put on thy doublet gay ! 
But leave me now for a wliile alone." 
Away, with a hop and a jump, went Paul, 
And, as ho whistled along the hall. 
Entered Jane, the crippled crone. 
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** Holy Virgin ! what dreadful heat ! 

I am faint, and weary, anil out of breath ! 

But thou art cold, — art chill as death ; 

My little friend ! what ails thee, sweet? '' 
'* Nothing ! 1 heard them singing home the bride ; 

And, as I listened to the song, 

I thought my turn would come ere long. 

Thou knowest it is at Whitsuntide. 

Thy curds forsooth can never lie. 

To me such joy they prophesy. 

Thy skill shall be vaunted far and wide 

When they behold him at my side. 

And poor liaptiste, what sayest thou ? 
It must seem long to him ; — methinks I see him now ! '' 

Jane, shuddering, her hand doth press : 

" Thy love I caimot all approve ; 
We must not trust too much to happiness ; — 
Go, pray to God, that thou mayst love him less ! " 

** The more I pray, the more I love ! 
It is no sin, for God is on my side ! " 
It was enough ; and Jane no more replied. 

Now to all hope her heart is barred and cold ; 

But to deceive the beldame old 

She takes a sweet, contented air ; 

Speak of foul weather or of fair, 

At every word the maiden smiles ! 

Thus the beguiler she beguiles ; 
So that, departing at the evening's close, 

She says, " She may be saved ! she nothing knows ! " 

Poor Jane, the cunning sorceress ! 
Now that thou wouldst, thou art no prophetess ! 
This morning, in the fulness of thy heart, 

Thou wast so, far beyond thine art ! 




Now rings the bcl], iiino t!moa rcvcrberattiig, 

And the while diiybreak, stealing up the eky. 
Sees in two cottages two niniUens waiting, 
How differently ! 



Queen i>f a day, hy flaftoii'rs cnrcsseJ, 
The one puts on lier cross and crown, 
DeeltB with a huge bonquci her breast. 
And flaunting, fluttering up nnd down, 
l^ok.'i nt hei-soir, and cannot rest. 




Tlie otlicr, blina, witliiii Iht little room. 

Ilns iii-ithcr crown i.or Howfr's perfunie ; 
]fiit ill tht'ir stcnd fiir wnK-tliing ^p'ojiOH ajuiit 

That ill n Jmivcr's iwvhm (loth lie. 
Ami, 'iicatli lior borldicc of bright scni'lot <lje. 

Convulsive tlas[is it lo Iiw licnrt. 

Tiic one. fniitastic, light as air, 
'Mid kiamxi ringing. 
And jovoiis singing, 
Foi'gi'Ifi to sny her nioniing prnvcr I 

'\'h<- otlKT. witli cold dmps upon hor hrow 
Jiiliis liiT tn'o liatidH, and kiicols upon 
And nliispiTs, as her hrother oppi* the donr. 
■■ O (lod I forgive mc now I ' 



the floor. 



And Ihtn the orplmn, young and blind, 
Coiidueted bj her brother's hand, 
Towards the church, thioiigh paths uuscanned, 
With linnipiil nir, her way doth wind. 






. » *:'. 
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Odoi-s of laurel, making her faint and pale, 

Bound her at times exhale. 
And in the skj as jet no sunny ray. 

But brumal vapoi*s gray. 

Near that castle, fair to see, 
Crowded with sculptures old, in every part, 

Marvels of nature and of art. 

And proud of its name of high degree, 

A little chapel, almost bare 

At the base of the rock, is builded there ; 

All glorious that it lifts aloof, 

Above each jealous cottage roof, 
Its sacred summit, swept by autumn gales, 

And its blackened steeple high in air, 

Bound which the osprey screams and sails. 

" Paul, lay thy noisy rattle by ! '' 
Thus Margaret said. " Where are we? we a*<eeiid I " 

** Yes ; seest thou not our journey's end ? 
ilearest not the osprey from the })elfry cry ? 
The hideous bird, that brino:'^ ill luck, we know ! 
Dost thou rcTiU'inher when our failicr said. 

The niirht we watelK'd hcsido his bed, 

' O dau<j^hter, I am weak and \ow ; 
Take care of Paul ; 1 feel that I am (In ini»* '• ' 
And thou, and he, and I, all fell to ervinii? 
Then on the ro(»f the osprey screamed aloiul : 
And here they hrouirht our father in his slimud. 
There is his orave ; there stands the cross we si't ; 
Why dost thou clasp me so, dear Margaret ? 

Come in I The bride will he here soon : 
Thou tremblest ! O my God ! thou art goino^ to swoon I " 
She could no nuue, — the blind girl, weak and weary ! 
A voice seemed ciying from that grave so dreary, 
'* What wouldst thou do, my daughter? '' — and she started 

And (juick recoiled, aghast, faint-hearted ; 
Hut Paul, impatient, uiges ever more 

Her steps towaids the open door; 
And when, beneath her feet, the uidiappy maid 
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Crushes the laurel neai- the house immortal, 
And with her head, as Paul talks on ai^ain, 

Touches the cr(»wn of filigrane 

Suspended \'\<nu the low-arehed portal, 

No more restrained, no more afraid. 

She walks, as for a feast arrayed. 
And in the ancient chapel's sombre night 

They both are lost to sin^ht. 

At length the bell. 
With booming sound. 
Sends forth, resounding round. 
Its liymeneal peal o'er rock and down the dell. 

It is broad day, with sunshine and with rain ; 
And yet the guests delay not long, 
F'or soon arrives the bridal train, 
And with it brings the village throng. 

In sooth, deceit maketh no mortal gay. 
For lo ! Baptiste on this triumphant day. 
Mute as an idiot, sad as yester-morning, 
Thinks onlv of the beldame's words of warninj'-. 

And Angela thinks of her cross, I wis ; 

To be a bride is all I The pretty lis|X)r 

Feels her heart swell to hear all round her whisper, 

" IIow beautiful ! how beautiful slie is ! " 

But she must calm that giddy head, 

For already the Mass is said ; 

At the holy table stands the priest ; 
The wedding ring is blessed ; Baptiste i-eceivos it ; 
Kre on the finger of the bride he leaves it, 

He must pronounce one word at least ! 
'Tis spoken ; and sudden at the groomsman's side 
" 'Tis he ! " a well-known voice has cried. 
And while the wedding guests all hold their breath. 
Opes the confessional, and the blind girl, see ! 
** Baptiste," she said, " since thou hast wished my death, 
As holy water be my blood for thee ! " 
And calmly in the air a knife suspended I 
Doubtless her guardian angel near attended. 
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Odors of laurel, making licr faint anj pnle, 

Ronnd her at times exhale. 
And in the alcj as yet no sunny ray, 

But brumal vapors gray. 

Near that cnstlc, fair to see, 
Crowded with aculpturea old, in every |inrl. 

Marvels of imtiire and of art. 

And proud of ita name of high dcftnH', 

A little chapci, almost bare 

Al the base of t)ic rock, is builJed tIi<-i\> ; 

All glorious that it lifit aluof, 

Above eacli jealous cottage roof, 
lis sacred summit, swept by autumn gales, 

And its blackened st«eple high in air, 

llound which tlie osprcy screams ai>d siiils. 

" Paul, loy thy noisy rattle by ! " 
Thus Margaret »nid. " Where are we ? we m^iiinl I " 

" i'es ; BccBt lliou not our journey's end ? 
Ilearest not the osprey from the lielfiy t-ry? 
The liideous bii-d. that brings ill Inek, we know ! 
Dost thou rememlMP when our fnlliiT siiid, 

1'lic night we wati'lii-*! benide )ii» IkmI, 

' O daughter, I am weak and Km ; 
Take eai* of Paul : 1 fee! that 1 am dying I ' 
And thou, and he, and I, all fell to crying^ 
Then on the roof the osprey screamed aloud : 
And here they brought our fatlier in his slniiml. 
There is )iis grave ; tlicit! stands the cross we set ; 
Wliy doat tbou clnsp me so, dear Margaret ? 

Come in ! The bride will be here soon r 
Thou trembles! ! O my God ! lliou art going to swoon ! " 
She could no more, — the blind girl, weak and weniy 1 
A voice seemed crying from that grave so dreary, 
" What wouldst thou do, my daughter? " — and she slatdt! 

And quick recoiled, aghast, faint-he«i1ed : 
Hut Paul, impatient, urges ever more 

Her steps towards the open door ; 
Anil when, beneath lier feet, the unhappy 
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For anguieh did its work tw well, 
That, ere the fatal stroke dcsecndod. 
Lifeless she fvll ! 

At eve, instead of bridal voi-sc, 
Tho De Profundis filled tLe air ; 
Decked with flowci-s a single heai'u- 
To the thurcli-yard fyrth tliej bear; 
Village girle in rol>cn uf snow 
Follow, weeping an thuy go : 
Nowhere was a stiiilc that day. 
No, ah no ! for each one seemed to any : — 

' The roads shall moum auil be veiteil in gloom 
So &ir a corpse shall lenve ita lionie ! 
Should moum and should weep, ah, w<^ll-awa^« 
So fair a corpse aliall paBS to-day ! " 



In to the Boiith uf Sculluid.- 




thOH haiipy budj whu nn 


bum with tl«lr mnulla ruU •>! Iiitil^i (!•• bmru pir 


amn«b»uX Ha hu willK 


II 111* own Uiignidiy iu a ixwlk^ (•mm and tlir Htmi 


n«mU».orbi.poYertr,hUi 


stniffileg anil his (rinniphs. <■ vrry tuiu'lau)^ Uc at 


livttiitAg«[i.(>iitheGi>n>iiii< 


; ; aiul long in<i>' he li™ (here l.i di^li^l hia iiallvr tai 


with n»tiv* Hiupi! 




ThoK >bu may f«l ii.l'nt> 


teii in knoHTlUK w>inrthtiit: alwut '- J<u-niii>. I'«ii1<;ur- 


fi.r nu'li t> hi. .-.Ulng-.-iU 


nml a .h-iM.ri|rti.ni ..f hJH |K.r«.« >1»1 lu.-l.. .•! life ii> 11 


Kn,4.k' vt^ or B^,o, -H.) 


: (if J'jH'MW. (Vul. 1, |i. M». tl in,.}. !>>■ l>nilM tStiB 


Cortelh^ KiioK chimuiiig 1* 


a liai clone m- nini-li lo illualntc Uk Fiviu'Ii jnuviuc 


■nd thtlr llbinlnn- 







A CJIltrSTM.VS CAROL* 



I IIKAR iili)ii(,' uiir sliit-t 

Van* tlie iiiiiisitvl tliiDiig!* : 
Jliu'k! tliuj' |,liiy !.. a««.-t. 
On tiR'ir liaiitbu;», CliristtLDi.s sui 

U-t .1.- l.y tllL- tilt- 

l-:v..r IngV..- 
Sing them till tlic niglit i;\pin; 1 

111 Dt-CClnber ring 
Kverv liuv tbe i-liiitit's ; 
Loud th»! glocnicn aiiig 
111 thi! streotH tlit'ir merry rliyaie 



lo <1nu-tiijliuii Aft f] 
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Let us by the fire 

ft. 

Ever higher 
Siiip: them till the night expire. 

Shepherds at the grange, 
Where the Babe wna born. 
Sang, with many a chang(\. 

('hristmas carols until morn. 
Let us hv the fire 
Kver higher 

Sing them till the night expire I 

These good people sang 

Songs devout and sweet; 

AMiile the rafters rang, 
There thej stood with freezing feet. 

Let us by the fire 

Ever higher 
Sing them till the night expire. 

Nuns in frigid cells 

At this holy tide. 

For want of something else, 
Christmas songs at times have trieil, 

Tx't us by the fii-e 

Kver higher 
Sing them till the night expiix' ! 

Washerwomen old, 

To the sound they beat, 

Sing by rivers cold, 

With uncovered heads and feet. 
Let us by tlie fire 
Ever higher 

Sing them till the night expire. 

Who by the fireside stands 

Stamps his feet and sings ; 

But he who blows his hands 
Not so gay a carol brings. 

Let us by the fire 

Ever higher 
Sing them till the night expire! 



BALLADS. 



THE SKELETON IN ARMOUR. 



rKKFATORY NOTE. 

Thk f«)ll<>wing Bj)Iln<l was »u;j5i»str<l to int- while riding on tin* sea-shore at NewiM^rt. 
A year or tw«» i>revious a skelet^m Iwul In-en <lug nj» at Fall River, chul in broken and 
<'«)rnxled armour ; and the idtu umirred to me of eonnerting it with the Round Tower 
at New|)ort, generally known hitherto as the Old \Vin<liiiiil, though now clainie<l by the 
I^anes as a work of their early ancestors. Professor Haln, in the Memoin's dc la iiifcUU 
RnyaJe (le.t Anthpiairex thi Nonl, for lH,'i8-9, says, — 

" There is no mintAking in this instanee the style in whieli th«' niore ancient stone 
e<lifiees of the N«»rth were eonstructed, the style whieh beloygs to the R4>man or Ante- 
Gothic an-hitecture, and whi«'h, especially aft^r the time of Charlemagne, diffused it«elf 
from Italy over the whole of the West and North of Eutoik;, when; it continued to pre- 
dominate until the close of the twelfth century; that style whieh some authors have, 
from one of its most striking characteristics, called the round arch style, the same w^hich 
in England is diniominatt'd Saxon and sometimes Nonnan an-hit^cture. 

"On the anci<!nt structure in Newjiort there (\it- no ornaments remaining, which might 
)>088ibly have ser\ed to guide us in assigning the probable date of its erection. That no 
vestige whatever is found of the jHiintt'd arch, nor any ajiproximatioii to it, is indicative 
of an earlier rather than of a later period. From such chamcteristics as remain, however, 
we can s<*arcely form any other inference than one, in which I am persuade^l that all, 
who are fajniliar with Old-Northeni architecture, will concur, that this building was 

ERECTED AT A PERIOD DECIDEDLY NOT LATER THAN THE TWELFTH CENTURY. Tills remark 

applies, of course, to the original building only, and n<»t to the alterations that it subse- 
quently receive<l ; for there are several such altenitioiis in the upi>er part <»f the building 
which cannot be mistaken, and which were most likely occasioned by it« being adapted 
in mo<lern times to various uses, for example, as the substnicture of a windmill, ami 
latterly as a hay magazine. To the same times may l»e referred the windows, the fire 
place, and the apertures made above the columns. That this building could not have 
been elected for a windmill is what an archite<t will etusily discern." 

I will not enter int^> a di8«u.Hsion of the i>oint. It is sufficiently well established for 
the purpose of a ballad, though <loubtlcss many an honest citizen of Newport, who has 
passed his days within sight of the Round Tower, will Ik* ready to exclaim with Bancho, 
"God bless me! did I not warn you to have a care of what you were doing, for that it 
was nothing but a windmill ? and nobo<Iy could mistake it. but one who had tlie like in his 
head." 




THR HKKLKIOX IX AH.MOL'R. 



" SpbakI !>|ifak ! thou tVnrfiil piicst \ 
Who, willi ihy linllow brmist 
SUM in nidp armour drcsi, 



\Vm]>t not ill Eiistcm Imliiis, 
But nitli lliv flcHhlm {inliiis 

SIrcldiPil, ns if nskiu^ nliim, 
U'liv (lost lliini Iiiiiint 1111- 
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Then, from those cavernous eyes 
Pale flashes seemed to rise, 
As when the Nortliem skies 

Gleam in December ; 
And, like the water's flow 
Under December's snow. 
Came a dull voice of woe 

From the lieart's chamber. 

" I was a Vikinp: old ! 
My deeds, tliough manifold, 
No Skald in song has told, 

No Saga tauglit thee ! 
Take heed, that in tliv verse 
Thou dost the talc rehearse. 
Else dread a dcfid man's curse ! 

For this I sought thee. 



" Many a wassail-bout 
Wore the long Winter out ; 
Often our midnight shout 

Set the cocks crowing. 
As we the Berserk's tale 
^Measured in cups of ale. 
Draining the oaken pail, 
Filled to overflowing. 

" Once as I told in glee 
Tjiles of the stormv sea. 
Soft eyes did gaze on me, 
Buniing yet tender ; 
And as the white stiirs shine 
On the dark Norway pine. 
On that dark hefirt. of mine 
Fell their soft splendour. 



" Far in the Northern Land, 
By the wild Baltic's strand, 
I, with my childish hand. 

Tamed the ger-falcon ; 
And, with my skates fast -bound ; 
Skimmed the half-frozen Sound, 
Tliat the poor whimpering hound 

Trembled to walk on. 



" I wooed the blue-eved maid, 
Yielding, yet half afraid. 
And in tlie forest's shade 

Our vows were plighted. 
Under its loosened vest 
Fluttered her little breast, 
Like birds within their nest 
By the hawk frighted. 



" Oft to his frozen lair 
Tracked I the grisly bear. 
While from my path the hare 

Fled like a shadow ; 
Oft through the forest dark 
Followed the were-wolfs bark, 
Until the soaring lark 

Sang from the meadow. 

" But when I older grew, 
Joining a corsair's crew, 
Cer the dark sea I flew 

With the marauders. 
Wild was the life we led ; 
Many the soids that sped. 
Many the hearts that bled, 

By our stem orders. 



" Bright in her father's hall 
Shields gleamed upon the wall. 
Loud sang the minstrels all, 

Chaunting his glory ; 
When of old Hildebrand 
I asked his daughter's hand, 
Mute did the minstrels stand 

To hear my story. 

" While the brown ale he quaffed. 
Loud then the champion laughed, 
And as the wind-gusts waft 

The sea-foam brightly, 
So the loud laugh of scorn, 
Out of those lips unshorn. 
From the deep drinking-horn 

Blew the foam lightly. 



n 
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She was a Priuce^s child, 

I but a Viking wild. 

And though she blushed and smiled, 

I was discarded ! 
Should not the dove so while 
Follow the sea-mew*s flight. 
Why did they leave that night 

Her nest unguarded ? 

Scarce had I })ut to sea, 
Bearing the maid with me, — 
Fairest of all was she 

Among the Norsemen! — 
When on the white-sea strand, 
Waving his armed liand, 
Saw we old Uildcbrand, 

With twenty horsemen. 

Tlien launched they to the blast. 
Bent like a reed each mast, 
Yet we were gaining fast. 

When the wind failed us ; 
And with a sudden flaw 
Game round the gusty Skaw, 
So that our foe we saw 

Laugh as he hailed us. 

And as to catch the gido 
Bx)und veered the flapping sail. 
Death ! was the helmsman's hail. 

Death witiiout quarter ! 
Mid-ships with iron keel 
Struck we her ribs of steel ; 
Down her black hulk did reel 

Through the black water ! 



** As with his wings aslant, 
Sails the fierce cormorant. 
Seeking some rocky haunt. 
With his prey laden ; 



C( 



So toward the o]>en main, 
locating to sea again, 
Through the wild hurricane. 
Bore I the maiden. 

" Tliree wet^ks we westward bore, 
iViid when the storm was o*er. 
Cloud-like we saw the shore 

Stretching to Ice-ward; 
There for mv lady's bower 
Built I the loftv tower, 
Which, to this very hour. 

Stands looking sea- ward. 

" There lived we many years ; 
Time dried the maiden's tears ; 
She had forgot her fears. 

She was a mother ; 
Death closed her mild blue e^es. 
Under that tower she lies ; 
Ne'er shall the sun arise 

On such another ! 

" Still grew my bosom then. 
Still as a stagnant fen ! 
Hateful to me were men. 

The suu-light hateful ! 
In the vast forest here. 
Clad in my warlike gear. 
Fell I upon my spear, 

O, death was grateful ! 

" Thus, seamed with many scars 
Bursting these prison bars, 
Up to its native stars 

My soul ascended ! 
There from the flowing bowl 
Deep drinks the warrior's soul. 
Skoal / to the Northland ! skoal r* 
— Thus the tale ended. 



• In Scandinavin this is Hip iMisloniarj- salutation wlien drinkiiip a health, I havp slightly 
changed the orthography of the word, in order to preserve the convet jtronunriation. 




THP; WRECK OF TIFE HESPERUS. 



It wn« tliG schonner Hpspei'iis, 

That sailed tho wii.riy sen ; 
And the skipper had tAkcn Iiik little dntightiT, 

Tn bear liim compniiy. 
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Blue were her eyes an the fairy-flax. 
Her cheeks like the dawii of* day, 

Ami her bosom white as the hawthorn buds, 
That ope in the month of May. 

The skipper he stood beside the helm, 

His pipe was in his mouth. 
And he watched how the veeiing flaw <lid blow 

The smoke now \\'ost, now South. 

Then up and spake an old Sailor, 
Had sailed the Spanish Main, 
*' I pmy thee, put into yonder port. 
For I fear a hurricane. 

" Last night, the moon had a golden ring. 
And to-night no moon wc see ! '' 
The skipper, he blew a whifl^ fi-om his pipe, 
And a scornful laugh laughed he. 

Colder and louder blew the wind, 

A gale fi-om the North-east ; 
The snow fell hissing in the brine, 

And the billows frothed like 3Tast. 

Down came the storm, and smote amain 

The vessel in its strength ; 
She shuddered and paused, like a frighted steed. 

Then leaped her cable's length. 

*' Come hither ! come hither ! my little daughter, 
And do not tremble so ; 
For I can w^eathcr the rouglicst gale 
That ever wind did blow." 

He wrapped her wann in his seaman's coat 

Against the stinging blast ; 
He cot a rope from a broken spar, 

And bound her to the mast. 
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** O father ! I hear the cliurch-bells ring, 
O say, what may it be?" 
** 'Tis a fog-bell on a rock -bound coast ! '* 
And he steered for the open sea. 

'• O father! I hear tlic sound of guns, 

O say, what may it be ? " 
*' Some ship in distress, that cannot live 

In such an angry sea I " 

*' O father I I see a gleaming light, 
O sav, what mav it be ? " 
lint the father answered never a word, 
A frozen corpse was he. 

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark. 

With his face turned to the skies, 
The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow 

On his fixed and glassy eyes. 

Then the maiden clasped her hands and prayed 

That saved she might be ; 
And she thought of Christ, who stilled the wave. 

On the Lake of Galilee. 

And fiist tlirough the midnight dark and drear. 
Through the whistling sleet and snow. 

Like a slieeted ghost, the vessel swept 
Towards the reef of Norman's Wo(\ 

And ever the fitful gusts between 

A sound came from the land; 
H was the sound of the trampling surf, 

On the rocks and tlie hard sea-sand. 

The breakers were right beneath lier Iwws, 

She drifted a dreary wreck, 
And a whooping billow swept the (?i'ew .* 

Like icicles from her deck. 



Sho Btruck where the while and fleecy wav 
Looked eofl ae carded wool, 

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side 
Like tlie horns of an angry bull. 

Her rattliDg shrouds, all sheathed in ice. 
With the masts went bjr the board ; 

Ijke a vessel of glass, she stove and sank. 
Ho ! ho 1 the breakers roareil ! 

At dajhreak, on the bleak sca-hoach, 

A fishermaD stood aghast. 
To see the forro of a maiden fiiir. 

Lashed close to a drifting mast. 

The salt sea was frozen on her breast. 
The salt tears in her ejes ; 

And he aaw her hair, like the brown sea-i 
On the billows fiUl and rise. 

Such waa the wi-eck of the Hesperus, 
In the midnight and the snow ! 

Christ save us all rrom a death like tliis. 
On the reef of Nonnan'a Woe ! 




THE LLOK OF EDEN]IALL. 



FROM THK (iEKMAN OF IHLANI). 

Of Edcnhall, the youthful Lord 

Eids sound the festal trumpet's call ; 

He rises at the banquet board, 

And cries, 'mid the drunken revellers all, 

" Now brini^ me the Luck of Edenhall ! '' 

The butler hears the words with pain. 
The house's oldest seneschal. 
Takes slow from its silken cloth again 
The drinking glass of crystal tall ; 
They call it The Luck of Edenhall. 

Then said the Lord ; ^* This glass to praise. 

Fill with red wine from Portugal ! " 

The gray-beard with trembling hand obeys ; 

A purple light shines over all. 

It beams fi'om the Luck of Edenhall. 

Then speaks the Lord, and waves it light, 
** This glass of flashing crystal tall 
Gave to my sires the Fountain- Sprite ; 
She wrote in it; If this (/lass doth fall. 
Farewell tlien, Luck of Edenhall I 

w 

**'Twas right a goblet the Fate should be J|u* 

Of the joyous race of Edenhall ! 
Deep draughts drink we right willingly; 
And willingly ring, with merry call, 
Kling ! klang ! to the Luck of Edenhall ! " 



• ' » • 
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First riiigH it deep, and full, and mild. 
Like to the song of a nightingale ; 
Then like the roar of a torrent wild ; 
Then muttera at lost like the thunder's fall, 
The glorious Luck of Edenhall. 

**For its keeper takes a race of might, 
The fragile gohlet of crystal tall ; 
It has lasted longer than is i*ight; 
Kling ! klang ! — with a hai*dcr hlow than all 
Will I try the Luck of Edenhall ! '' 

As the goblet ringing flies apart, 
Suddenly cracks the vaulted hall; 
And through the rift, the wild flames start; 
The guests in dust are scattered all, 
Witli the Breaking Luck of Edenhall ! 

In storms the foe, with fii*c and swoitl ; 
He in the night had scaled the wall. 
Slain by the sword lies the youthful Loi-d, 
But holds in his hand the crystal tall. 
The shattered Luck of Edenhall. 

On the monow the butler giopos alone, 
The gray-beard in the desert hall, 
He seeks his Lord's bunit skeleton, 
He seeks in the dismal ruin's fall 
The shards of the Luck of Edenhall. 

** The stone wall," saith he, " doth fall aside, 
Dowu must the stately columns fall ; 
Glass is this earth's Luck and Pride ; 
In atoms shall fall this earthly ball 
One day like the Luck of Edenhall ! " 



[Tiw. tmtlitiiin upon which tliis ballad in foumloil. nml the "Klinnls of the Link ol 
E<K*iihall," 8till exist in En^hnul. The p»l)k't is in the iKmse^nsion of" Sir Christojihci 
Musj;rrave, Bart, of Edvu Hall. ('unil>«'iian«l ; an«l is not so cntiix-ly shattcn-U as tlic 
liallnd leaves it, | 




TJIR KTJ-XTEP KNIGHT. 



Rin O1.IF Ik! thIcOi over the plnin, 

Fiiil soveti miles bnmcl nnJ seven milcB wiile. 
But never, all never cnn riieet "illi the niiiii 

A lilt with him dnre riil>>. 



BALLAUR. 

llo M«r lUider ibo hil]-si(l>> 
A Kniglit full (Tell <K|uii)]>ed ; 

Ilia diced wag Uack, Li» hdin wn*. b«nii1 
lie .was riding ai full H[«ctl. 

Ho wore upon hU spure 

Twulvo little golden hinLt ; 
Anon bo apurred his «tcvd witli a ciniig. 

And there mI all llie binln and gang. 

' Ue woro upon his mail 

Twelve Iittl« go]<leii wheels ; 
Anon in eddies the wild wind lilow, 

Ajid round and round the wheels they ll 

U» wore before his breast 

A lanoe that was jmncd iti rest; 

And it was ^har^^r than dinniond -alone, 
It made Sir UluPit lieat't to groan. 

He wore upon hia helm 

A wrcatli of ruilily gutd : 
And rhttt gave liini thf Mnidctis Thn-<'. 

Tlic joungest was fair to bt-hold. 

Sir Otuf i|iiestionud the Kriijitit fftw^iri 
If he wuri; cotne from heuvcti iluwn ; 

" Art tliou Christ of Heaven," qiwtli ho, 
" So will I yi«;1d me unto tlici-." 



am not Christ tlio Great, 
Thou shall not jrield tlice yet ; 
I am an Unknown Ki>ight, 
Three modest Maid<.'i>g have nii 






' Art IhoD a Knight cleclcd, 

And have three Maidens thee bedight ; 
80 nhalt thon ride a tilt this day, 
For all the Maidens' hcmor ! " 



THE ELECTED KNIGHT. i:u 



The first tilt they together rode 
They put their steeds to the test ; 

The second tilt they together rode, 
They proved their manhood hest ; 

The third tilt they together rode, 
Neither of them would yield ; 

The fourth tilt they together rode. 
They both fell on the field. 

Now lie the lords upon the plain, 
And their blood runs unto death ; 

Now sit the Maidens in the high tower, 
The vounffest sorrows till death. 

v CD 



[TJiis strange and somewhat luystical ballad is from Nyenip and Rahbek'a Danske 
Vifer of thv Middle Ageu. It seemH to refer to the flrtt preaching of Christianity in 
the North, and to the institution of Kuight-Errantry. Tlie three maidens I suppose 
to be Faith, Hope, and Oiurity. The irregularities of the original have been 
carefully preserved in the translation.] 
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He saw under the liill-side 

A Knight full well equi|i|KHl ; 
His Bleed was hluck, his hehn wan hanxMl ; 

He .was riding at full speed. 

He wore upon his spurs 

Twelve little golden birds ; 
Anon he spurred his steed with a clang, 

And there sat all the birds and sang. 

He wore upon his mail 

Twelve little golden wheels ; 
iViion in eddies the wild wind blew, 

And round and round the wheels they flew. 

He wore before his breast 

A lance that was |H>ised in rest ; 

And it was Bhar|K'r than diamond-stone. 
It made Sir Olufs hem-t to groan. 

He wore upon his helm 

A wreath of ruddy gold ; 
And that gave him the Maidens Threo, 

The youngest was fair to behoM. 

Sir Ohif questioned the Knight efts(K)n 
If he were come from heaven down ; 

" Art thou Christ of Heaven," quoth he, 
" So will I yield me unto thee.'* 

** I am not Christ the Great, 

Thou shalt not yield thee yet; 
I am an Unknown Knight, 

Three modest Maidens have me l>edight." 

" Art thou a Knight elected. 

And have three Maidens thee bedight ; 
So shalt thou ride a tilt this day, 
For all the Maidens* honor ! " 



THE ELECTED KNIGHT. i:u 

rhe firet tilt they together rode 

Tliey put tlieir stcetls to the test ; 
rhe second tilt they together rode, 

They proved their manhood best ; 






The third tilt they together rode, 
Neither of them would yield ; 

The fourth tilt they together rode, 
They both fell on the tield. 

Xow lie the lords upon the plain, 
And their blood runs unto death ; 

Now sit the Maidens in the high tower, 
The youngest sonx)ws till death. 



[Tliis strange and somewhat luybtical l»allad in fmrn Nytrup and Ralilx'k's Lkinske 
Viger of the Middle Ages. It seems to refer to the first preacliing of Christianity in 
the North, and to the institutiDn uf K night-Errant r>'. The three maidens I suppose 
to Im Faith, llo])C, and Charity. Tlie irregularities of the original have been 
carefully preserved in the translation.] 



POKMS ON SLAVKRV. 

lt<4l>. 



(The foUowiiifC I*ofiii» with one fxcfptioiu wt-n- writtm at st-a, in tlii* littler |»urt 
of October. I haci m>t then heanl of Dr. Clinnninu'H death. 8inee thai event the 
poem uldreMed U* him is no lonprr ni»]»roi»riiit<", I liave deeided, liowever, to M it 
remain as it was writtiMi, a re4>M«i tostiniony of my ailniirution for n gn>at an«l gnud 
man. | 



rv 



rO WILLIAM E. CJIANXJNCJ. 

Thk ])age8 ot* tliy book I itMul, 

And U8 I closed cudi one. 
My lieart, ivsponding, cvi»r s*uid, 

** Servant ot* (Jod ! well done I " 

Well done I Thy words are great and bold ; 

At tinier thev .seem to me, 
Like Lnther's, in the days of old, 

Half-battles for the five. 

do on, until this land revokes 

The old and chartered Lie, 
The feudal curse, whoso whips and yokes 

Insult humanitv. 

A voice is ever at thv side 

Speaking in tones (►f might, 
Like the prophetic voice, that cried. 

To John in l^ntmos, *' Write I" 

Write! and tell out this bloody talc ; 

Record this dire eclipse, 
This Pav of Wrath, this Endless Wail, 

This dread Apocalypse. 



TllK SLAVE'S DREAM. 

Bkside tlio unfjatliercd rice he lav, 

His sickle in liis hand; 
His breast was hare, his malted liah* 

Was huiied in the >an(l. 
Aii^ain, in the mist and shadow of sleep, 

lie >i\\v his Native Land. 

Wide ihn)ni:;h the landscape of his dream^i 

The lordlv Ni^^er flowed; 
r»cneath the palm-trees on the plain 

Once more a kino^ he strode; 
And heard the tinkling caravans 

Descend the mountain-road. 

lie saw once more his dark-eyed qut»en 

Among her children stand; 
They clasped his neck, they kissed his cheeks, 

'I'lu'V held him hv the hand ! — 
A tear hui-st from the slee|)er\s lids 

And fell into the sand. 

And then at furious speed he rode 

Along the Niger's bank ; 
His bridle-reins were golden chains, 

And, with a martial clank, 
At each leap he could feel his scabbard of steel 

Sniitinir his stallion's iiank. 
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Befiae him, like a blood-red flag. 

The bright flamingoes flew ; 
From morn till night lie followetl their flight, 

O'er plains where the tamarind grew. 
Till he saw the roofs af C'afl*re huts. 

And the ocean r<»se to view. 
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At uight he heard the lion roar, 

And the hj-sDna Hcrcam ; 
And the river-hor^;, as he crushed the reeds 

l^esidc some hidden stream ; 
And it passed, like a glorious roll of drums. 

Through the tiiumph of his dream. 

The forests, with their myriad tongues. 

Shouted of liberty ; 
And the Blast of the Desert cried aloud. 

With a voice so wild and free, 
That he started in his sleep and smile<l 

At their tempestuous glee. 

He did not feel the driver's whip, 
Nor the burning heat of day ; 

For Death had illumined the I^nd of Sleep, 
And his lifeless body lay 

A woni-out fetter, that the soul 
Ilad broken and thrown away ! 



'IMIE GOOD l'Airi\ 

THAI' i<HALI. N"!' Ht TAKEN AWaY. 

SuK dwells bv Great Keiihawa's »u\l\ 
III valUtVH gi-eeii and irool ; 

An<l all her hope and all her pri(k' 
Are in the village school. 

Her soul, like the transparent air 

That robes the hilLs above, 
Tlioui-h not of eaith, t'liciiclcs thoiv 
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All thin;;s with ann> of love. 



THE GOOD PART. l.T) 

And thuA she walks uiuong her girls 

With praise and mild rebnkes ; 
Subduing e'en rude village churls 

By her angelic looks. 

She reads to them at eventide 

Of one who came to save ; 
To cast the captive's chains aside, 

And liberate the slave. 

And oft the blessed time foretells 

When all men shall be free ; 
And musical, as silver bells. 

Their falling chains shall be. 

And following her beloved Lord, 

In decent poverty. 
She makes her life one sweet record 

And deed of charity. 

For she was rich, and gave up all 

To break the iron bands 
Of those who waited in her hall, 

And labored in her lands. 

liong since beyond the Southern sea 

Their outbound sails have sjKjd, 
While she, in meek humility, 

Now earns her daily bread. 

It is their prayers, which never ceaw?, 

That clothe her with such grace ; 
Their bles.'^ing is the light of peace 

That shines upon her face. 




THE SLAVK IX TIIK DISMAI, SWAMP. 



In- daik fen» of llie Di»mn1 SwFiinp 

The liuntiM] Nojtro lav ; 
][o Mtw the Krp of tlu' niulnififht can)j). 
Ami honnj nt times n howc'n trniiii) 

Anil II KliKiilhiiiitiirs ilixlniil luiv. 



\\lien? will-d'-lhi'-winiw nnil jrlnwwdriii! 
It) liiilriisl] nitil ill bnki.-; 

Whi-rp wiivitiK nmssi-s »hr»inl tlw |iim-, 
Atiil ihr (■ciliir ;i]iih-s, niiil ihi- jMiisuiiDii 
Id s[K)lti!i] lik<> (III' Aiinkv; 
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Wlu'rc hardly a luiTiian foot could pass. 

Or a human heart would dare, 
On tlio (juakinoj turf of the green morass 
JIo crouched in the rank and tangled gra^s. 

Like a wild beast in his lair. 



A poor old slave, infirm and lame ; 

(ji*eat scars deformed his face ; 
On his forehead he bore the brand (►f sham**. 
And the rags, that hid his mangled frame, 

AVere the liverv of disf):race. 



All things above were bright and fair, 

All thinjrs were triad and free ; 
Lithe sijuirrels darted here and there. 
And wild birds filled the echoing air 
With sonjics of Lil)ei-tv I 



On him alone was the doom of pain, 

From the morning of his birth ; 
( >n him ab>n«' the curse of Cain 
Fell, like a flail on the gainered grain. 
And struck him to the earth I 



THE WITNESSES. 



In Ocean's wide domains, 
Half buried in the sands. 

Lie skeletons in chains, 

With shackled feet and hands. 

T 
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Ik'yoiid the fall of dews. 
Deeper than plummet liei», 

Float ships with all their crews. 
No more to sink nor rise. 



M^ 



rhere the hlaek Slave-ship swims. 
Freighted with human forms, 

AVhose fettered, fleshless limbs 
Are not the sjwrt of stonus. 

Hit'rte ai-e the bones of Slaves ; 

They gleam from the abyss ; 
They cry, from yawning waves, 

" AVe are the Witnesses ! " 

\Vithiu Earth's wide domains 
Arc markets for men*s lives : 

Their necks arc galled with chains, 
Their wrists are crami)ed witli gyves. 

Dead boilies, that the kite 

In desert,** makes its prey ; 
Murdei-s, that with affright 

Scare schoolboys from their play I 

All evil thought,s and deeds ; 

Anger, and lust, and pride ; 
The foulest, rankest weeds. 

That choke Life's groaning tide I 

These arc the woes of Slaves ; 

They glare fi"om the abyss ; 
They cry, from unknown graves*, 

" We are the \Mtnesses ! '* 




THE KLAVK SIN<iING AT MIDNIOIIT. 



J.rn^l lifi Bonf! the I'miIih of Dnvid ! 
lie, ft Kcgi'o nnd onBlnvcd, 
SuiijT of Israel's victorj', 
Sung "f Ziiin, Itright niiil free. 

In lliut lioiiv, irhco night in calmoHt, 
SonR lie from tlic Hebrew ]'Rftlmi»t, 
In u viiiee n'i sweet nml clt-nr 
Ttiat ] ciiulil not diooHC hut hear. 

Songs of triumph, and aMrijitiuiiM, 
Such an reached the nvatt Egyptiaiiit, 
'WlicD upon tlic lied Sen eonHt 
Fcrichcd I'huraoli and liiit huHt. 
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And the voice of his devotion 
Filled my w>iil with 4*1 range emotion ; 
For its tones by tums weix^ glad. 
Sweetly solemn, wildly sad. 

Paul and Silas, in their piison, 
Sang of Christ, the Lord arisen. 
And an earthqnake's ami of might 
Broke their dungeon-gatc« at night. 

But, alas ! what holy angel 
Brings the Slave this glad evangel ? 
And what earthquake's arm of might 
Breaks his dungeon-gates at night ? 



THE QUADBOON GIKL. 

TuK Slaver in the broad lago«Mi 
Iiay moored with idle snil : 

Ho waited for the rising ino(>n. 
And for the evening gale. 

Lender the shore his boat was tied. 

And all her listless crew 
Watched the gray alligator slide 

Into the still bayou. 

Odors of orange-flowers, and spice. 
Beached them from time to time. 

Like airs that breathe from Paradise 
Upon a worM of crime. 

Tlie Planter, under his roof of thateh. 
Smoked thoughtfully and slow ; 

The Slaver's thumb was on the latch. 
He seemed in haste to no. 
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IIq said, ** My ship at anchor rides 

III yonder broad lagoon ; 
I only wait the evening tides. 

And the rising of the moon/* 

Before them, with her face upraised, 

In timid attitude. 
Like one half curious, half amazed, 

A Quadroon maiden stood. 

ITer eyes were large, and full of light, 

Her anns and neck were bare ; 
No garment she wore, save a kirtlc bright, 

And her own long, raven hair. 

And on her lips there played a smile 

As holy, meek, and faint, 
Aft lights in some cathedral aisle 

The features of a saint. 

*' The soil is barren, — the farm is old ; " 

The thoughtful Planter said ; 
Then looked upon the Slaver's gold, 

And then upon the maid. 

His heart within him was at strife 

With such accursed gains ; 
For he knew whose passions gave her life, 

Whose blood ran in her veins. 

But the voice of nature was too weak ; 

lie took the glittering gold ! 
Then pale as death grew the maiden's cheek, 

Her hands as icy cold. 

The Slaver led her from the door. 

He led her by the hand, 
To be his slave and paramour 

In a strange and distant land ! 
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THE WAKNING. 



Bbwarb ! The IsraeliU? of old, who tore 
The liou in liis path, — when, poor and blind. 

He saw the blessed light of heaven no more, 
Shorn of his noble strengtli and foixjod to grind 

In prison, and at hist led fortli to bo 

A pander to Philistine revelry, — 

Upon the pillai-s of the temple laid 

Ills desperate hands, and in its overthrow 

Destroyed himself, and with him those who made 
A cruel mockery of his sightless woe; 

The poor, blind Slave, the scoff and jest of all, 

Expired, and thousands perished in the fall I 

There is a poor, blind Samson in this laud, 

Shorn of his strength, and bound in l>onds of steel, 

Who may, in some grim revel, raise his hand. 
And shake the pillai-s of this Commonweal, 

Till the vast Temple of our liberties 

A shapeless mass of wreck and rubbish lies. 




SUXGS 



SEA- WEED. 

\Vhk\ dfswiuls on the Allniiti,: 

I'lic gigantic 
btoi-m-vfimi of llif etjuiiiOK. 
T,andwai-(I ill liis wratJi lie scourgOM 

The toiling sur^9, 
Latlon with son-wcod from the rotks: 

From Bcrmmia's reefs ; from eJgcB 

Of sunken ledges, 
In some far-off, bright Azorc j 
I'rom Bahama, nii<l the ilBsfaing, 

Silvi-i -Ha,-hiiig 
SiiigcH ff San Salvndor ; 




^'- . : 



From tlie tiimying mrf, that buries 

Thu Orknefui skerries, •' ^V' 

AiiBWuring the lioane Hebrides ; 

And fmm nrucke of ahipa, and dnftiog 
Spnrs, upliftiiig 

On the <lciK>lat«, rainy sess; — 

Evtr drifting, iliifting, drifUag 

Uu Ihc eliiftiDg 
CuiTenU or the restlcM matn ; 
Till in sheltered cores, snd reaobes 

Of snady lieacbes. 
All bave found rapoee again. 

Si> wh(!n Ktomis of wild emotiim 

Strike the ooean 
Of tbc poet's si«!, ere long 
From each eavo and rocky fiutoees, 

Id itfl viwiness, 
FJoots some fragment oi a song ; 

From tbi> fiir-oif isles enchanted. 

Heaven ban plant«d 
With the poldcii fruit of Tniili ; 
From tlio flnshi[ig »urf, whose vision 

Gleams Elvsian 
In the tnipie dimo of Vouili : 

From the !"trong Will, and the Eink-.ivmi 

That forever 
Wrestle with the tides of Fnte ; 
From the wreck of Hopes for-scnttcred, 

Tern pcst-sbattercd , 
Floating wa8t« nnd desolate ; — 

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting 

On the shifting 
Currents of the restless heart ; 
Till nt length in books recorded. 

They, like boarded 
I [i>iiiicliold «ord>, no more depart. 




Va\U liom iln. «iii^.> „f Xij;l.l. 
As H fcntlii-r is ft-,i(k-.l .l<.«ti«niil 
l-Voin ..I. cngl.. in l,i. fliy;lil. 

I Si'c tliL- li^lits cif ilie villng.- 
Glenni tliraugh tlm niiii and tbc 

Ami n fcoling of sn.liiew comes oV 
Tiinl iiiv Roiil cnniwt icslst ; 



A fwliug of siidiic 



iiiiU limgi 



And. resembles soitow only 
As llie ii>ist R'SOinMc's tht: r 
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ComCy reatl to me sunic ptxMii, 
Some simple and heartfelt lay. 

That shall soothe this restless feeling. 
And Uanish the thoughts of day. 

Not from the grand old mustersy 
Not from the hnrds sublime, 

AMioso distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of Time. 

For, like strains of martial music. 
Their mighty thoughts suggest 

Life*s endless toil and endeavour; 
And to-night I long for rest. 

livad from sf»me humbler poet, 

AVhose songs gushed from his heart. 

As showei*s from the clouds of summer. 
Or tears from the evelids start ; 

Who, through long doys of labour, 
And nights devoid of eose, 

Still heard in his soul the music 
Of wonderful nielodit's. 

Such songs have power to quiot 
The restless \nihe of caiv. 

And come like the benediction 
That follows after prayer. 

1'lien read from the treasured volume 

The j)oem of thy choice, 
And lend to the rhyme of the j>oet 

The beauty of thy voice. 

And the niglit shall be filled with music. 
And the cares, that infest the day, 

Sliall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 
And as silently steal away. 




AFTiatNOdX IX FKltltUAKV. 



Thb il&y is eiiiliiig. 
The night is deacciiding ; 
Tlie marsh is froxi'n. 
The river .Vml. 



Wiiili! through the meadows, 
Jjikc fuaiful sliadows, 



A fiiiuTftl tvni 



Through clouds like asliet 
The red sun flashes 
On village windows 
That glimmer red. 



The Bt 

The buried fences 

Mark no longer 

The rood o'er the plali 



The bell is pealing. 
And every feeling 
Within me responds 
I'o the dismal knell ; 

Shadows are trailing. 
y\y heart is bewailing 
And lolling within 
I<ike a funeral bell. 




TO AN IIM> ])ASlSiI KONO-lioOK. 

'Wki.comk, iiij- I'M fhcNiI, 
WolciKiio in II fiiiTiKn tircsitlc, 
While tl»" siilk-ii fnalQA ..f niilutiiii 
Klmkc l}i(- »iii.l<>w.H. 



*riu^ iitijjmtcfiil «inl<! 
Has, it Mi-Ills, ilciill )i! 
Sitiec, l>cin'ntli tin- skir 



First 1 1 



t tlici 



■J'hciv arc nuirks iif nfjc. 
Thi.i'c nrp tlimiib -murks mi i)iy miii'Ki". 
Mnilp l.v lmii<l:< tlint t-LisiK^.I liie.- nidui.v. 
At 111.- «l,-1i<.iisfl. 
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Soiled atid dull thou ail ; 
Yellow are thy time-worn pages, 
As the russet, rain -molested 
Tit'aves of autumn. 

Thou art stained with wine 
Scattered from hilarious goblets. 
As these leaves with the libations 
Of Olympus. 

Vet dost thou recall 
Days departed, half- forgotten , 
AVhen in dreamy youth I wandered 
Hv the Baltic, — 

V 

When 1 j)aused to hear 
The old ballad of King Christian 
Shouted from suburban taverns 
In the twilifjht. 

Thou recallest bards, 

^^^lo, in solitarv chamWrs, 

And with hearts by passion wasted, 

Wrote thy paijes. 

Thou recallest homes 
AMiere thy songs of love and friendship 
Made the gloomy Northern winter 
Bright as summer. 

Once some ancient Scald, 
Tn his bleak, ancestral Iceland, 
Chanted staves of these old ballads 
To the Vikings. 

Onco in Elsinore, 

At the court of old King Hamlet, 
Vorick and his boon companions 
Sang these ditties. 
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Once Prince Frederick's Guard 
Sang tliem in their Bmukj barracks ;~ 
Suddenly the Englisli cannon 
Joined the chorus ! 

Peasants in the field. 
Sailors on the roaring ocean. 
Students, tradoAUien, pale mechanics. 
All have sung them. 

lliou hast been their friend ; 
They, alas, have left thee friendless ! 
Yet at least by one warm fireside 
Art thou welcome. 

And, as swallows build 
In these wide, old-fashioned chinnieys. 
So thy twittering songs shall nestle 
In my bosom, — 

Quiet, close, and wann, 
Sheltered from all mok^tation, 
And recalling by tlieir voices 
Youth and travel. 



WAT.TEK VOX DER VOGEIAVEID/ 



\'o(;klw'eid the Minnesinger, 

Wlien he left this world of ours, 

Laid his body in the cloister, 

Under Wiirtzburg's minster towers. 

And he gave the monks his treasures, 
Gave them all with this behest : 

Tliev should feed the birds at noontide 
Daily on his j)laoe of rest ; 

Saying, " From these wandering minstrels 
1 have learned the art of song; 

liO.t me now repay the lessons 

They have taught so well and long." 

'J'hus the bard of love depai'ted ; 

And, fulfilling his desire. 
On his tomb the birds were feasted 

Bv the children of the choir. 

Day by day, o'er tower and turret, 

In foul weather and in fair, 
Day by day, in vaster n umbel's, 

Flocked the poets of the air. 

On the tree whose heavy branches 

Ovei-shadowed all the place, 
On the j)avement, on the tombstone, 

On the poet's sculptured facH3, 



(1) Walter vou der Vogelweid, or Bird-Meadow, was one of the principal 
Minnesingers of the thirteenth century. He triumphed over Ueinrich von Ofter- 
dingcn in that poetic contest at Wartburg Castle, known in literary history at the 
War of Wartburg. 



soNoa 

On dM cnas-bon of ecdi windoir, 

On the lintel of euh dow, 
Thej renewed the Wv of Wutbnrg, 

Which the baid bad fought before. 

Then the; eug their mcn-y carols. 
Song their Unds on OTory eide; 

And the name their Ttnoea uttered 
Was the name of Vogelweid. 

Till at length the portly abbot 

Hurmived, "Wh; thia waste of food? 
Be it ehaoged to loavea henoefbrward 

For our beting Iwotbetfaood." 

Then in run o'er tower and turret, 
From the walla and woodland neala. 

When the minster bell rang noontide. 
Gathered the unwelcome gneeta. 

Then i 



I vain, with ciiee discordant, 
) round the Qothio e|are, 
Screamed the feathered Minneaingcrs 
For the cliilJreii of the choir. 




Time has long effaced the i:iBcrip[iui 
On the eloisEer's fuiierat stuiius, 

And ti'aditiuii odIjt 1«]Is ua 

Where repose tlie poet's boncH. 

But around the vant cathedral. 
By sweet eclioes multiplied, 

Still the birds regieat the legend, 
And the name of Vogelweid. 




DRINKING SfJNG. 



Come, old friend ! sic down nnd listen ! 

From the pitehcr, placed between us, 
How the waters laugh and glisten 

In the head of old Silenus; 
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Old Silenus, bloated, drunken, 
Led by his inebriate Satyrs; 

On his breast his head is sunken, 
Vacantly he leers and chatters. 

Fauns with youthful Bacchus follow ; 

Ivy crowns that brow supernal 
As the forehead of Apollo, 

And possessing youth eternal. 

Round about him, fair Bacchantes, 
Bearing cymbals, flutes, and thyrses, 

Wild from Naxian groves, or Zante's 
Vineyards, sing delirious verses. 

Thus he won, through all the nations. 
Bloodless victories, and the farmer 

Bore, as trophies and oblations. 

Vines for banners, ploughs for armour. 

Judged by no o*erzealous rigor. 

Much this mystic throng cxpresso?* : 

Bacchus was the type of vigor, 
And Silenus of excesses. 

These are ancient ethnic revels, 
Of a faith long since forsaken ; 

Now the Satyrs, changed to devils, 
Frighten mortals wine-o'ertaken. 

Now to rivulets from the mountains 
Point the rods of fortune-tellers; 

Youth perpetual dwells in fountains, — 
Not in flasks, and casks, and cellars. 

Claudius, though he sang of flagons 
And huge tankards filled with Rhenish, 

From that fiery blood of dragons 
Never would his own replenish. 
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Even Redi, though he chaunted 

Bacchus in the Tuscan valleys, 
Never drank the wine he vaunted 

In his dithyrambic sallies. 

Then with water fill the pitcher 

Wreathed about with classic fables ; 
Ne'er Falemian threw a richer 

Light upon Lucullus* tables. 

Come, old friend, sit down and listen ! 

As it passes thus between us, 
How its wavelets laugh and glisten 

In the head of old Silenus ! 



THE ARROW AND THE SONG. 

I SHOT an arrow into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight. 

I breatlied a song into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For who has sight so keen and strong, 
That it can follow the flight of song ? 

Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbrokc ; 
And the song from beginning to end, 
T found afjain in the heart of a friend. 




THE OLD CT,0('K ON THE STAIIW. 



KoMEwnAT back horn tlio village stre 
l::il)Lii(!s the uliI-fiusliiuiiL'd coiiiitiy-HctL 



■lull ,«,|,l.., 



itiqilU {KH'lioO 

rc'ca their slinduwis tlii-uw, 
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Halfway up the stairs it stands, 
And points and ))Cckons with its hands 
From its case of massive oak, 
Like a monk, who, under his cloak, 
Crosses himself, and sighs alas ! 
With sorrowful voice to all who pat's, — 
** Forever — never ! 
Never — forever ! ^' 



By day its voice is low and light ; 
But in the silent dead of night, 
Distinct as a passing footstep's fall. 
It echoes along the vacant hall, 
Along the ceiling, along the Hoor, 
And seems to say at each chamber- door,- 
** Forever — never ; 
Never — forever ! " 



Through days of sorrow and of mirth, 
Through days of death and days of birth, 
Through every swift vicissitude 
Of changeful time, unchanged it has stood, 
And as if, like God, it all things saw. 
It calmly repeats those words of awe, — 
*^ F'orever — never ! 
Never — forever ! • ' 



In that mansion used to be 
Free-hearted Hospitality ; 
His great fires up the chimney roareil ; 
The stranger feasted at his board ; 
But, like the skeleton at the feast, 
That warning timepiece never ceased, — 
* Forever — never ! 
Never — forever ! " 




From that chamW, dutlic-J in ivliik>, 
Thi- bride enme fortlion licr wwlJiiig niglit; 
There, in tlmt eileiit room beluw, 
TliQ dcAd lay in his shroud of n 
Anil in the husli Uint fuIhiwi'J ihu i>m^or, 
WoB he&ril (lie nlil cliK'k un thu stair, — 
■■ Forever 



All ore i>eatlet«d now mid tlixl. 
Some are married, some are dead ; 
And wliGii 1 oak, with throbs of pain, 
" Ab ! when shall they all meet again ' 
As in the days long-aincc gone hy. 
The ancient time-piece makes reply, — 
" Forever — never ! 
Never — forever ! " 



Never here, forever there. 
Where all parting, pain, and euiv. 
And death, and time shall disappcai',- 
Foievcr there, hut never here ! 
The horologe of Eteniity 
Sayeth this ineiaaantly, — 
" Forever — never ! 
Never — forever ! " 




SONNETS. 



Thou L-onicat, Autumn, heralded lij the rdii, 
With banners, bj great gales incesnant fanned, 



160 SONNETS. 

Brighter than brightest silks of Samai-cond, 
And stately oxen harnessed to thy wain ! 
Thou standcst, like imperial Charlemagne,* 
Upon thy bridge of gold ; thy royal hand 
Outstretched with benedictions o'er the land, 
Blessing the farms through all thy vast domain. 
Thy shield is the red harvest moon, sus|)endotl 
So long beneath the heaven's o'erlmnging eaves ; 
Thy steps are by the farmer's prayei-s attended ; 
Like flames upon an altar shine the sheaves ; 
And, following thee, in thy ovation splendid. 
Thine almoner, the wind, scatters the golden leaves ! 



DANTE. 

Tuscan, that wanderest through the realms of gloom, 

With thoughtful pace, and sad majestic eyes. 

Stern thoughts and awful from thy soul arise, 

Like Farinata from his fiery tomb. 

Thy sacred song is like the tnimp of doom ; 

Yet in thy heart what human sympathies, 

What soft compassion glows, a«^ in the skies 

The tender stare their clouded lamps relume ! 

Methinks I see thee stand, with pallid cheeks. 

By Fra Ililario in his diocese. 

As up the eonvent-walis, in golden streaks. 

The ascending sunbeam.s mai k the day's deci-casc ; 

And, as he asks what there the stranu;er seeks. 

Thy voice along the cloister whispers, " Peaco I" 



(1) CliarltMiia^iH' may Ik- rallid by itr«-^'iiiiii<n»«- tlio iimnarcli of fnnmrs 
A<c<inlinn to tin* (Jrniinii tradition, in seasons of );nat abundancf his .sj»iiit 
cr(»sspH tin* KliiiH' on a ^'oMi-n l»ri«l^t' at Hinjrt'n, an<I Kl.-sscs iho cornlif-Ms an<l 
th<' vineyards. 




'I'lll'; 1':\'KN1NG ^iTAK. 



U ! in ilie pointfd oriol of the Went. 

Whoso pniips llic Biinki'ii ami ini'arna<liin.-ii, 

Iiikc a. fair Inilj at her raRcniciit, sliinca 

The Evening Star, ihe slnv of love and rest I 

Anil liien anon she dolh herself divest 

Of all her radiant garments, and reclinea 

nahiiid tlio sombre screen of jonder [lines, 

With slumber and soft drconis of love opprcswd. 

O my beloved, mjf sweet Hesperus ! 

^^Jr morning and my evening star of love ! 

My best and gentlest lady ! even thus. 

As that fair planet in the sky abore, 

Dost llioii retire unto thy rest at night. 

And from ilij darkened window fades tlie light. 




EmKdiiUiiMiiJ 



A TAl.! ©r AejMSOa. 



This is the forest primeval. The murmuring pines and tlie hemlocks, 
Bearded with moss, and in garments green, indistinct in the twilight, 
Stand like Druids of eld, with voices sad and prophetic. 
Stand like harpers hoar, with hcards that rest on their bosoms. 
Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced neighbouring ocean 
Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest. 

This is the forest primeval ; but where are the hearts that beneath it 
Leaped like the roe, when he hears in the woodland the voice of the huntsman ? 
Where is the thatch-roofed village, the home of Acadian farmers, — 
Men whose lives glided on like rivers that water the woodlands. 
Darkened by shadows of earth, but reflecting an image of heaven ? 
Waste are those pleasant farms, and the farmers forever departed ! 
Scattered like dust and loaves, when the mighty blasts of October 
Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkle them far o'er the ocean. 
Nought but tradition remains of the beautiful village of Grand-Pre. 

Ye who believe in affection that hoj)es, and endures, and is patient, 
Ye who believe in the beauty and strength of woman's devotion. 
List to the mournful tradition still sung by the pines of the forest ; 
I^ist to a Tale of Love in Acadie, home of the happy. 




l¥iK(^llMMII« 



A TSta ®IF fl©A)Bl«. 



This is the forest primeval. 'J'he muriiuiring pinea and the hemlocks, 
Bearded with moss, and in garments green, indistinct in the twilight, 
Stand like Druids of eld, with voices sad and prophetic. 
Stand like harpers hoar, with heaiils that rest on their hosoms. 
Jjoud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced neighhouring ocean 
Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wjiil of the forest. 

This is the forest primeval ; but where are the hearts that beneath it 
Jjeaped like the roe, when he hears in the woodland the voice of the huntsman ? 
Where is the thatch-roofed village, the home of Acadian farmers, — 
Men whose lives glided on like rivei*s th.at water the woodlands. 
Darkened by shadows of earth, but reflecting an image of heaven? 
Waste are those pleasant farms, and the farmers forever departed ! 
Scattered like dust and leaves, when the mighty blivsts of October 
Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkle them far o'er the ocean. 
Nought but tradition remains of the beautiful village of Grand-Pre. 

Ye who believe in aftection that hopes, and endures, and is patient, 
Ye who believe in the beauty and strength of woman's devotion. 
List to the mournful tradition still sung by the pines of the forest ; 
List to a Tale of Love in Acadie, home of the happy. 




I'AUT THE FIUST. 



I. 

Tn the Aciitlian land, uii tlit: shores of tlic Bagin ot Minatt, 
Dialaiit, socluiled, slill. tlic little villuye of Groiid-Fre 
Imj in tlie fruitful valley. Vast inoudowe strclelicd to the coatward. 
Giving the villain its name, and pnsturc to flocks without number. 
Dikes, that the hand^ of the fiivnicrs liad Diised with labor incoasant. 
Shut out the turbulent tides ; but al stated seasons the flood-gntes 
Opened, and weleonied the sea to wander at will o'er the meadows. 
West and HOUth (here were fields of flax, and oruhants and com6e1ds 
Spreading afar and uufenecd o'er llie plain, and away to the northward 
Blomidon rose, and (he foresis old. and aloft on ihc niountains 
Seft-fogs pitelicd their tents, and nii.ils from the mighty Atlantic 




Tjooked on tlic linppy vnilcj', Itiit nc'ur fcum tlicir ntnliiin ile)>ccii(1c*l. 

There, in the miilHt of its furms, reposed ihe Aendinn vlllnge. 

Strongly hullt wore the houses, with firnmes of oak nn<l of chentnitt, 

Snch as the pca'>nnts of Nurmaiuly built in tlic rcigti of the Henrico. 

Thatched were the roofs, with dormer- windows ; and galiles projecting 

Over the basement below protcetcd and sbadcil the door-way. 

There in the tranquil evenings of summer, when brightly tlie «iD«et 

T.ighteil tbe villnge street, anil gililed tbc vanes im tlie ehimneyi', 

Alatrons and majtlcns sat in siiow-wliite caps anU in kirtliM 

Scarlet antt blue and giit-n, with diRtuffs spiTniiiig tlie golden 

Flai for thn gossiping I'Kjms, wliiiso uoi^y slmttlcs witlLin doors 

Mingled llicir sound witji the whir of the wlieels nnd the songs of tlie mniUon 

Solemnly down tlie street came tlie pai'ish priest, and the children 

Paused in ihcir play to kiss the hand he extended to bless them. 

Itcvcreiid walked he among tlicm : and u]> rose matrons and maidens. 



EVANGELIXK. 

IDuliug his »low approacl) with wurds of nAcctionutc wdt'ijiiiv. 
Tbeii conic the laborers liuuic frani ilic tield, mid HOnMiclj' ilit^ sun 
Dovrn tfl Ida real, and Iwiliglrt j>revailfd. Auon from the bvlfi'y 
Softlj' the Aogclua soundfd, uiid wur ilio rodfs of the village 
Columiu uf pale blue ^iiiukc, like c-luudu of Jitcciise aseendiug. 
llOBC from a hundred henrtiia, ihL' huines i>f peace and eutitoiidiiiTi 
Thus dwelt together in luve theae ainipk- Acadian fiumi'rs, — 




Dwelt in the luvc uf God and uf ninii. Alike nerc they free fniiu 
Fear, that reigns with the tyrant, and envy, the voice of republics. 
Neither locks had they to their deor^, nor bars to tlicir windows ; 
But their dwellinga were open aa day and the hearta of tho owners ; 
There the richest was poor, and the poorest lived in abundance. 

Somewhat apoit frum tho village, and nearer the Itasin of Miuaa, 
Dcnediet BellefonUiue, tho wealthiest faiuicr uf (.iiand-I'ii', 



KVASUKLISE. 



Dwvlf oil Wu gou>tl> acres ; niiil with liini, dii^-ting hin liuuni^liolil. 

Oentlu Evangulino lived, lii:i ubild, and tlic ])i'i<li.' uf tlie villugo. 

SUlworth Mid stately in fumi wiu the mnn uf seventy winters ; 

Hearty aiid halo wan he. an oak tliat in guvcnil n-ith snow-flakes ; 

White as the snuw were his lockn, and his clii.-<.'k9 at brown as the oak-tvavc: 

Fair was she to behold, that niaidL>n of Heventeen suniniers. 

Block wore her eyes as the hcrry that grows on the thorn hy the wuy-eide. 

Black, yet how aofrly they jcleaitied beiientli tlw brawn shade of her treum-s ! 




SwiL-ct wan her brentli aa tlie bri'nih (if kirie tbiit feed in llio nicadi'w 
Wlien in the harvest hent she Iwre to (be i^enjiers at nnontide 
Flagons of hnme-hrewed ale. iib ! tail' in s.Hith wn.* the inaideTi. 
Fairer wa* she when, oti Siii.diiy i.i'.ni. wliile the bell frum its tiinel 
ti^piiiikled with hoi; scmnds rlii- nh: <is the |>rii'='I with hU 1ivkmi|i 
tJprinbleH the e<iiign'i,'nliim. and sciittecs blessings ii]>iiii ijiein, 



EVASUELISE. 

Domi the lonj^ i^ti'eet alio piki^ctl. with her chapkt of beads and her niidsul, 

Wearing her Norman cap. and her kii'tle uf blue, and the ear-ringa, 

Bronght in the olden time from France, and since, as an heirloom, 

Handed down from mother to eliild, tlirougli loug goncratione. 

But a celestial brightness — n oiorc ethereal bcautv — 

Shone on her face and eneircled her form, when, after eonfession, 

I{uincward sci'eiiely $he alk d w 1 God ^ benediction upoTi her. 

When she had passed, i Mic ed I K th ceasing of exquisite music. 

Firnily buildcd with rattc -s t oak tl e I ousc of tlic farmer 

Stooil on ihe side of a I 11 -ou ad lie sea ; and a shady 




Sycamore grew hy the door, witli a woodbine wreathing around it. 

Kudely carved was the porch, witli scats beneath ; and a footpath 

Led through an orchard wide, and disappeared in the meadow. 

Under the sjeaniore-ti-ee were hives overhung by a penthouse. 

Such as ihe traveller sees in regions remote by the road-side. 

Built o'bt a box for the poor, or the blessed image of Mary. 

Farther down, on the elope of the hill, was the well with its moss-grovm 

liueket, fastened with iron, and near it a trough for the horses. 

Shielding the house from storms, on the n<iiib, nere the barns and the faiin-jard 
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There stood the broad-wheeled wains and the antique ploughs and the harrows ; 

There were the folds for the sheep ; and there, in his feathered seraglio, 

Strutted the lordly turkcj, and crowed the cock, with the selfsame 

Voice that in ages of old hod startled the penitent Peter. 

Bursting with haj were the barns, themselves a village. In each one 

For o'er the gable projected a roof of thatch ; and a staircase. 

Under the sheltering eaves, led up to the odorous com-loil. 

There too the dove-cot stood, with its meek and innocent inmates 

Murmuring ever of love ; while above in the variant breezes 

Numberless noisj weathercocks rattled and sang of mutation. 

Thus, at peace with God and the world, the farmer of Grand-Pre 
Lived on his sunny farm, and Evangeline governed his household. 
Many a youths as he knelt in the church and opened liis missal, 
fixed his eyes upon her, as the saint of his deepest devotion ; 
Hf^py was he who might touch her hand or the hem of her garment ! 
Many a suitor came to her door, by the darkness bofriendetl, 
And as he knocked and waited to hear the sound of her footsteps. 
Knew not which beat the louder, his heart or the knocker of iron ; 
Or at the joyous feast of the Patron Saint of the village. 
Bolder grew, and pressed her hand in the dance as he whispered 
Hurried words of love, that seemed a part of the music. 
But, among all who come, young Gabriel only wtis welcome ; 
Gabriel Lajeunesse, the son of Basil the blacksmith. 
Who was a mighty man in the village, and honored of all men ; 
For since the birth of time, thi-oughout all ages and nations, 
Has the craft of the smith been held in repute by the people. 
Basil was Benedict's friend. Their children fi-om earliest childhood 
Grew up together as brother and sister ; and Father Felician, 
Priest and pedagogue both in the village, had taught them their letters 
Out of the selfsame book, with the hymns of the church and the plain-song. 
But when the hymn was sung, and the daily lesson completed. 
Swiftly they hurried away to the forge of Basil the blacksmith. 
There at the door they stood, with wondering eyes to behold him 
Take in his leathern lap the hoof of the hoi-se as a plaything. 
Nailing the shoe in its place ; while near him the tire of the cart-wheel 
Lay like a fiery snake, coiled round in a circle of cinders. 
Oft on autumnal eves, when without in the gathering darkncA^ 
Bursting with light seemed the smithy, through every cranny and crevice, 
Warm by the forge within th(\v watched the laboring bellows, 




AnJ as lis i>a!iliiig (.■eascil, nml tlie spaiks eipii'cd iii the ashes, 
Merrily laugliotl, ntid aai<l ihey were nuns going into the ehnpcl. 
Oft on sledges in winter, as swift as tlic swuop of tlie eagle, 
Down the lull-siJe bounding, they glided away o'er the meadow. 
Oft Id the bairia they eliiiibcd to tiie populous nesis on tlie rafters. 
Seeking with cogei' eyes that wowdroua stone, wliieli the swallow 
Biings from the Hliure of the sea to restore the sight of its fledglings ; 
Lucky was he who found that stone in the nest of the swallow I 
ThtJS passed a few swift years, and they no longer were children. 
Re was a valiant youth, and his faec, like the face of the morning, 
Gladdened the earth with its light, and ripened thought into action. 
She was a woman now, with the heart and hopes of a woman. 
" Sunshine of Saint Eulalie'' was she called ; for that waa the sunshine 
Which, ae the yj>iiiB believed, would load their orchards with apples; 
She, too, would ming to her busband'a house delight and abundance. 
Filling it full of love and the ruddy feces of children. 
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II. 



Now Iiad the season returned, when the nights gi'ow colder and longer, 

And the retreating sun the sign of the Scorpion entei's. 

Birds of passage saileii through the leaden air, from the ice-hound, 

Desolate nortliem bays to the shores of tropical islands. 

Harvests were gathered in ; and wild with the winds of Scptcmher 

Wrestled the trees of the forest, as Jacob of old with the angel. 

All the signs foretold a winter long and inclement. 

Bees, with prophetic instinct of want, had hoarded their hotiey 

Till the hives overflowed ; and the Indian hunters asserted 

Cold would the winter be, for thick was the fur of the foxes. 

Sach was the advent of autumn. Then followed that beautiful season, 

Called bj the pious Acadian peasants the Summer of All-Saints ! 

filled was the air with a dreamy and magical light ; and the landsca])o 

Lay as if new-created in all the freshness of childhood. 

Peace seemed to reign upon earth, and the restless heart of the ocean 

Was for a moment consoled. All sounds were in harmony blendetl. 

Voices of children at play, the crowing of cocks in the farni-yard», 

AMiir of wings in the drowsy air, and the cooing of pigeons, 

All were subdued and low as the munnurs of love, and the great sun 

Looked with the eye of love through the golden vapoi-s around him ; 

While arrayed in its robes of russet and scarlet and yellow, 

Bright with the sheen of the dew, each glittering tree of the forest 

Flashed like the plane-tree the Persian adorned with mantles and jewels. 

Now recommenced the reign of rest and affection and stillness. 
Day with its burden and heat had departed, and twilight descending 
Brought back the evening star to the sky, and the herds to the homesteml. 
Pawing the ground they came, and resting their necks on each other. 
And with their nostrils distended inhaling the freshness of evening. 
Foremost, bearing the bell, Evangeline's beautiful heifer, 
Proud of her snow-white hide, and the ribbon that waved fix)m her collar, 
Quietly paced and slow, as if conscious of human affection. 




Then came tlic Hlu'pliei'd back with hia bleating flocks trom the sen-side, 

Where vaa their favourite pasture. Behind thctn folloircd the watch-dog. 

Patient, full of importance, and grand in the pride of his inatinct, 

Walking from side to aide with a lordly tar, and auperhly 

Waving hia bushy tale, and urging forward the stragglers ; 

Itegent of flocks was he when the ahcphcrd slept ; their protector, 

When from the forest at night, through the starry ailence, the wolves howled. 




IiAte, with the rising moon, returned the wnins from the nmrsln'ri, 

Iiodcn with briny liay, that lilletl tlie a'rv with its oiloi'. 

Cheerily neighed the steeilft, with dew un their iiiiities and their fetlocks, 

While aloft on their shoulders the nroo<lcn and ponderous Biiddlen, 

Painted with brilliant dyes, and adorned ivith tcssela of ciiiiisou, 

Nodded m bright array, like hollyhocks heavy with blossonia. 

Patiently stood the cows meanwhile, and yielded their uilJera 

Unto the uilkniaid's hand ; whilat loud and in regular cadence 

Into the Boundiiig paiU the foaming streamlets descended. 

Lowing of cattle and peals of laughter were heard in the fami-yard. 

Echoed back by the bams. Anen they sank into stillness ; 

Heavily closed, with a jarriug sound, the valves of the bain-doors, 

Battled tlie wooden hoi's, and all for a, season was silent. 



lu-doore, wai-m by tlic widc-moiithcd fire-place, idly the farmer 
Sat in hie elbow-chair, ond watched how the flames and the smoke- wreaths 
Struggled together like foes in a burning city. Behind hini. 
Nodding and mocking along the wall, with gestures fantastic, 
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Darted his own huge sliadow, and vanished away into darkness. 
Faces, clumsily carved in oak, on the hack of his arm-chair 
Laughed in the flickering light, and the pewter plates on tlie dresser 
Caught and reflected the flame, as shields of armies the sunshine. 
Fragments of song the old man sang, and carols of Christmas, 
Such as at home, in the olden time, his fathers before him 
Sang in their Norman orchards and bright 13urgundian vineyards. 
Close at her father's side was the gentle Evangeline seated. 
Spinning flax for the loom, that stood in the corner behind her. 
Silent awhile were its treadles, at rest was its diligent shuttle, 
^\^lile the monotonous drone of the wheel, like the drone of a bagpipe, 
Followed the old man's song, and united the fragments together. 
As in a church, when the chant of the choir at intervals ceases, 
Footfalls are heard in the aisles, or words of the priest at the altar, 
So, in each pause of the song, with measured motion the clock clicked. 

Thus as they sat, there were footsteps heard, and, suddenly lifted. 
Sounded the wooden latch, and the door swung back on its hinges. 
Benedict knew by the hob-nailed shoes it was Basil the blacksmith, 
And by her beating heart Evangeline knew who was with him. 
** Welcome ! " the farmer exclaimed, as their footsteps paused on the threshold, 
" Welcome, Basil, my friend ! Come, take thy place on the settle 
Close by the chimney-side, which is always empty without thee ; 
Take from the shelf overhead thy pipe and the box of tobacco ; 
Never so much thyself art thou as when through the curling 
Smoke of the pipe or the forge thy friendly and jovial face gleams 
Bound and red as the harvest moon through the mist of the marshes." 
Then, with a smile of content, thus answered Basil the blacksmith, 
Taking with easy air the accustomed seat by the fiivside : — 
** Benedict Bellefontaine, thou hast ever thy jest and thy ballad ! 
Ever in cheerfullest mood ai*t thou, when others ai-e filled with 
Gloomy forebodings of ill, and see only ruin before them. 
Happy art thou, as if every day thou hadst picked up a horseshoe." 
Pausing a moment, to take the pipe that Evangeline brought him, 
And with a coal from the embers had lighted, he slowly continued : — 
** Four days now are passed since the English ships at their anchors 
Ride in the Gaspereau's mouth, with their cannon pointed against us. 
WTiat their design may be is unknown ; but all are commanded 
On the morrow to meet in the church, where his Majesty's mandate 
Will be proclaimed as law in the laud. Alas I in the meantime 
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Many surmises of evil ulanii the hearts of the people/' 

Then made answer the fanner: — •* IVrhaps some friendlier purjwse 

Brings these ships to our shor\>s. Perhaps the hai*vests in England 

Bj tlie untimely rains or untinielier heat have hc»en hlighted, 

And from our bursting bams they would feed their eattle and children." 

" Not so thinketh the folk in the village," said, warmly, the blacksmith^ 

Shaking his head, as in doubt ; then, heaving a sigh, he continued : — 

" Louisburg is not forgotten, nor Beau Sejour, nor Poil Royal. 

Many already have fled to the forest, and lurk on its outskirts. 

Waiting with anxious hearts the dubious fate of to-morrow. 

Arms have been taken fi-om us, and warlike weapons of all kinds ; 

Nothing is left but the blacksmith's sledge and the scythe of the mowei." 

Then with a pleasant smile made answer the jovial farmer : — 

** Safer are we unarmed, in the midst of our flocks and our cornfields, 

Safer within these peaceful dikes, besieged by the ocean, 

Than were our fathers in forts, besieged by the enemy's cannon. 

Fear no evil, my friend, and to-night may no shadow of sorrow 

Fall on this house and hearth ; for this is the ni^rht of the contract. 

Built arc the house and the barn. The nietTv lads of the village 

StroDglj hftTO built them and well ; and, breaking the glebe round about them. 

Filled the bam with hay, and the house with food for a twelvemonth. 

Bene Leblanc will be here anon, with his papei*s and iukhom. 

Shall we not then be glad, and rejoice in the joy of our children ? " 

As apart by the window she stood, with her hand in her lover's. 

Blushing Evangeline heard the words that her father had spoken. 

And as they died on his lips the worthy notary entered. 
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Bknt like a laboriu": oar, that toils in the suif of the ocean. 
Bent, but not broken, by age was the form of the notary public ; 
Shocks of yellow hairs, like the silken floss of the maize, hung 
Over his shoulders ; his forehead was high : and glasses with horn how.s 
Sat astride on his nose, with a look of wisdom siipeinal. 
Father of twenty children was he, and more than a hundred 
Children's children rode on his knee, and heard his gieat watch tick. 
Four long yeai-s in the times of the war had he languished a captivts 
Suffering much in an old French fort as the fri^iid of the English. 




Now, though wnriw grown, without all giiilu ur KUN[ii<.'i<>ii. 

Ripe ill wisdom nna ho, liiit pnticnt, niul Minipic, and childliki'. 

He was bclovcil hj nil, nnd most of all hy the childi-cii ; 

For he told (hem tnlca of the Iioup-gnrou in llic for<«t. 

And of the goblin that came in the night to water ilio Iiowoh, 

And of the white Lctiche, the ghont of a child who unchristcned 

Died, and was dootucd to haunt unsi.-i.-n tho chimiborH of children ; 

And how on Chtifttmos cvc the oxen tnlkcd in the ntnble, 

and how the fever wos cured hj u spider nliut up in a nutshell, 

And of the marvellous powers of four-lenved clover and liorsesliues, 

With whatsoever else was writ in the loi* of (ho village. 

Then up rose from his sent by the fireside Itosil the black smith. 

Knocked from his pipe the ashes, and slowly extending his right hand, 

" Father Leblanc," he oxclainied, " thou host heard the talk in the villagi 

And, perchance, canst It'll us some news of these slii|w nnd their errand." 

Then with modest demeanour mode answer the notary public,- — ■ 

" Gossip enough hnve I heard, in south, yet am never the wiser ; 

And what their cirand nmy Iw 1 know not iicller than othci's. 




Vtl on I ut of 1 «« will) imiigiiio sonic «>vil iii(ciiti..ii 

!Jri g« t! n I r f ■ we niu nt jwncc ; nml wliy tlieii molest lis V" 

" Gu I a u I itul the lia^Iy and .soiiicwiiiil irnscilik' lilncksinilli : 

" Mu nil ll ■j;^ lonk f.w iLe li.ra-. ami tlie why, ami tlio wlioivfoiv 

Duly J ti 1 <■, iirul iiiiKlit i.s the ri^ilit of lliCMlii.iigi'si!" 

Itii V 1 ( 1 J bis unitnlli. (.■niitiimcil llii- (lotary [uil.li.-,— 

" Ma J ) Goil isjiisl ; nii.l Hiuilly jii.-tic.' 

Tn l1 1 II i icMiL'liik'i' a slory. tlmt uftcii t-<>iisoU>il >iu', 

■\Vlicn u. a tanliii 1 lay in tlic ..).! Fiviidi furt nt Toil Koval." 
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This was the old man's favorite tnlo, and he loved to repeat it 

Wlien his neigh hours coniidained that any injustice was done thcMn. 

** Once in an ancient city, wliose name I no longer rememher, 

Raised aloft on a colunni, a hrazon statue of Justice 

Stood in the puhlic square, upholding the scales in its left hand, 

And in its right a sword, as an emhlem that justice presided 

Over the laws of the land, and the hearts and homes of the peoj)le. 

Even the birds had huilt their nests in the scales of the balance, 

Having no fear of the sword that flashed in the sunshine above them. 

But in the coui-se of time the laws of the land were corrupted ; 

Might took the place of right, and the weak were op])ressed, and the mighty 

lluled with an iron rod. Then it chanced in a nobleman's palace 

That a necklace of pearls wjus lost, and ere long a suspicion 

Fell on an oii)han girl who lived as maid in the household. 

She, after form of trial condennied to die on the ^catfolil. 

Patiently met her doom at the foot of the statue of Justice. 

As to her Father in heaven her innocent spirit ascended, 

Lo ! o'er the city a tempest rose ; and the bolts of the thunder 

Smote the statue of bronze, and hurled in wrath from its left hand 

Down on the pavement below the clattering scales of the balance. 

And in the hollow thereof was found the nest of a magpie, 

Into whose clay-built walls the necklace of pearls was inwoven." 

Silenced, but not convinced, when the story was ended, the blacksmith 

Stood like a man who fain would speak, but findeth no language ; 

All his thoughts were congealed into lines on his face, as the vapors 

Freeze in fantastic shapes on the window-panes in the winter. 

Then Evangeline lighted the brazen lamp on the table, 
Filled, till it ovei-flowed, the pewter tankard with home-brewed 
Nut-brown ale, that was famed for its strength in the village of Grand-Pro ; 
While from his pocket the notary drew his j)apers and ink-horn. 
Wrote with a steady hand the date and the age of the parties, 
Naming the dower of the bride in flocks of sheep and in cattle. 
Orderly all things proceeded, and duly and well were completed, 
And the great seal of the law was set like a sun on the margin. 
Then from his leathern pouch the farmer threw on the table 
Three times the old man's fee in solid pieces of silver ; 
And the notary rising, and blessing the bride and the bridegroom, 
Lifted aloft the tankard of ale and drank to their welfare. 
Wiping the foam from his lip, he solemnly bowed and departed 



182 EVANGELINE. 

While in silence the others sat and mused by the fireside, 

Till £yangcliiio brought tlie draught-board out of its corner. 

Soon was the game begun. In friendly contention the old men 

Laughed at each lucky hit, or unsuccessful mananivre, 

Jjaughed when a man was crowned, or a breach was made in the king-row. 

Meanwhile apart, in the twilight gloom of a window's embrasure. 

Sat tlio lovers, and whispered together, beholding the moon rise 

Over the pallid sca and the silvery mist of the meadows. 

Silently one by one, in the infinite meadows of heaven, 

Blossomed the lovely stars, the forget-me-nots of the angels. 

Thus passed tlie evening away. Anon the bell from the belfry 
Kang out the hour of nine, the village curfew, and straightway 
Rose the guests and departed ; and silence reigned in the household. 
Many a farewell word and sweet good-night on the door-step 
Lingered long in Evangeline's he^rt, and filled it with gladness. 
Carefully then were covered the embers that glowed on the hearth-stone, 
And on the oaken stairs rcsounded the ti*ead of the farmer. 
Soon with a soundless step the foot of Evangeline followed. 
Up the<8tairease move4 a luminous space in the darkness. 
Lighted less by the lamp than the shining face of the maiden. 
Silent she passed through the hall, and entei'ed the door of her chamber. 
Simple that chamber was, with its curtains of white, and its elothes-piTss 
Ample and high, on whose spacious shelves were carefully folded 
Linen and woollen stuffs, by the hand of Evangeline woven. 
This was the precious dower she would bring to her husband in marriage, 
Better than flocks and herds, being pi*0i>fs of her skill as a housewife. 
Soon she extinguished her lamp, for the mellow and radiant moonlight 
Streamed through the windows, and lighte<l the room, till the heart of the maiden 
Swelled and obeyed its power, like the tremulous tides of the ocean. 
Ah ! she was fair, exceeding fair to behold, as she stood with 
Naked snow-white feet on the gleaming floor of her chamber ! 
Little she dreamed that below, among the trees of the oichard, 
Waited her lover and watched for the gleam of her lamp and her shadow. 
Vet were her thoughts of him, and at times a feeling of sadness 
Passed o'er her soul, as the sailing shade of chu<ls in the moonlight 
Flitted across the floor and darkened the nxmi for a moment. 
And as she gazed fmm the window she saw serenely the moon pa«<s 
Foi'th fi-om the foMs of a cloud, and one star follow her footsteps, 
A-i out of Abraham's tent voun«r Ishmael wandered with Ilai^ar I 
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[0 soft, SH'i'C't nir the Biisiii of Minas, 
Where the sliipa. with thciv wavci'iiig shadows, wi'rc rJiUng at anehor. 
Life hail long been astir ii) the village, and vlamoi'oua Inboi' 
Knocked with it!i hundred hands nt the golden gntes of tlic morning. 
Now from the country around, from the faniis and the neighhouring liamletn, 
Came in their holiday dresses the hitlho Acadian poasanta. 
Many a glad good -morrow and jocund laugh from the young folk 
Made the bright air brighter, aa up from llic numerous niendows, 
Whore no path could be seen hut the track of whcela in the greensward, 
Group afier group appeared, and joined, or passed on the highway. 
Long ere nenn, in the village all sounds of labor were silenced. 
Thronged were the streets with people ; and noisy groups at the house-doors 
Sat ID the cheerful sun, and rejoiced and goseipped together. 
Every house was aii inn, wliei-c all were welcomed and feasted ; 
For with this simple i>eople, who lived like hrotheis together. 
All tilings were held in commnn, and what one had was anotliel's. 




Thronged ere long was thi; cliiirL-li witli men. Witliont, in llic cliiii'cliviiril, 

Waiteil the women. Tliej Btooil by the gravcx, and linug c>n the lienil-stoiion 

Onrlanils of autumn -leaves nnd evergreens fi'cwli from the fori'st. 

Then come the guard from tlio sliips, nnd marching proudly anmrig thcTn 

Entered the sacred portal, 'ft'ith lond nnd <lii(»<innnt etnngor 

Echoed tlie sound of their brazen drums from ct^iling nnd ('n>-enR'nt, — 

Echoed a moment only, and slowly the punden)u<i porta) 

OloJied, and in Rileuee the crowd awaited tho will uf tlic soldiers. 

Then ujinme their eomniandur, nnd H[iahc from the Eitc|iH of tlie nliiii-. 

liolding uhh In his hmidH, with its senU. the roynl ei>nimis--^i<in. 

" Von arc convened this diiT." he said, " hy Ids Mnji-stv's oiili'vs. 
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Clement and kind haj* he been ; but liuw you liave answered his kindness, 

Let your own hearts reply I To my natural make and my temper 

Painful the task is I do, which to you I know must be giievous. 

Yet must I bow and obey, and deliver the will of our monarch ; 

Namely, that all your lands, and dwellings, and cattle of all kinds, 

Forfeited be to the crown ; and that you yourselves from this province 

Be transported to other lands. God grant you may dwell there 

Ever as faithful subjects, a happy and peaceable people ! 

Prisoners now I declare you ; for such is his Majesty's pleasure !" 

As, when the air is serene in the sultry solstice of summer, 

Suddenly gathers a stonn, and the deadly slino; of the hailstones 

Beats down the farmer's corn in the field and shatiers his windows, 

Hiding the sun, and strewing the ground with thatch from the house-roofs, 

Bellowing fly the heixls, and seek to break their inclosures ; 

So on the hearts of the people descended the woids of the speaker. 

Silent a moment they stood in spjHThless wjuider, and then rose 

Ix>uder and ever louder a wail of sorrow and ani;<M-, 

And, by one impulse moved, they madly rushed to the doorway. 

Vain was the hope of escape ; and cries and fiercer imprecations 

Rang through the house of prayer ; and high o'er the heads of the others 

Hose, with his arms uplifted, the figure of Basil the blacksmith, 

As, on a stormy sea, a spar is tossed by the billows. 

Flushed was his face and distorted with passion ; and wildly he shouted, — 

** Down with the tvrants of Enrjland ! wc never have sworn them allefiriance 

Death to these foreign soldiers, who seize on our homes and our harvests ! " 

More he fain would have said, but the merciless hand of a soldier 

Smote him upon the mouth, and dragged him down to the pavement. 

In the midst of the strife and tumult of angry contention, 
Lo ! the door of the chancel opened, and Father Felician 
Entered, with serious mien, and ascended the steps of the altar. 
Raising his reverend hand, with a gesture he awed into silence 
All that clamorous throng ; and thus he spake to his people. 
Deep were his tones and solemn ; in accents measured and mournful 
Spake he, as, after the tocsin's alarum, distinctly the clock strikes. 
" What is this that ye do, my children ? what madness has seized you ? 
Forty years of my life have I labored among you, and taught you. 
Not in word alone, but in deed, to love one another ! 
Is this the fiuit of my toils, of my vigils and prayers and privations ? 
Have you bo soon forgotten all lessons of love and forgiveness ? 

n n 
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Tbii) is the hoime of the Prince of Petice, aiul would you pnjfuue it 

Thus with violent deeds and hearts overflowing with hiitixHl */ 

IjO ! where tlie crucified Christ from his ci-oss is gazing u{)ou jou ! ^ 

8ee ! in those sorrowful eyes what meekness and holy compassion ! 

llark ! how those lips still repeat the prayer, * O Father, forgive tlit'ni I ' . 

Iiet us repeat that prayer in the hour wlieu the wicked assail us, 

Jjet us repeat it now, and say, * O Father, forgive them ! ' '' 

Few were his words of fehuke, but deep in the hearts of his |)oople 

8ank they, and sobs of contrition succeeded that passionate outbreak : 

And they repeated his prayer, and said, ** O Father, forgive them !* 

Tlien came the evening service. The tapers gleamed from the alt^ur. 
Fervent and deep was the voice of the priest, and tlie people responded, 
Not with their li|)s alone, but their hearts ; and the Ave JMaria 
Sang they, and fell on their knees, and their souls, with devotion translated, 
Roie on the ardor of prayer, like Elijah ascending to heaven. 

Meanwhile had spread in the village the tidings of ill, and on all sides 
Wandered, wailuig, from house to house the women nnd children. 
Long at her father's door Evangeline stood, with her right hand 
Shielding her eyes from the level rays of the sun, that, descending, 
Lighted the village street with mysterious sj)lendor, and roofed each 
Peasant's cottage with golden thatch, and emblazoned its windows. 
Long within had been spread the snow-white cloth on the table : 
There stood the wheaten loaf, and the honey fragrant with wild flowers ; 
ITiere stood the tankard of ale, and the cheese fresh brought from tlu* dairv ; 
And at the head of the board the great arm-chair of the farniei-. 
Thus did Evangeline wait at her father's door, as the sunset 
Threw the long shadows of ti*ees o'er the broad ambrosial meadows. 
Ah ! on her spiiit within a deeper shadow liad fallen. 
And from the fields of her soul a fragrance celestial ascended, — 
Charity, meekness, love, and hope, and forgiveness, and patience I 
Then, all-forgetful of self, she wandered into the village, 
Cheering ^dth looks and woixls the disconsolate hearts of the woinm. 
As o'er the darkening fields with lingering stops they departed, 
Urged by their household cares, and the weary feet of their children. 
Down sank the gi*eat red sun, and in golden, glimmering vajK)i*s 
Veiled the light of his face, like the Prophet descending from Siimi. 
Sweetly over the village the bell of the Angelas sounded. 




Meanwhile, aiiiid the gluoin, lij ilie eliureli Evnnguliiie liiigoii'il. 
All wan silent within ; ami in vain at llie iliior miil tlio wiiiduwH 
Stood she, and listcncnl niid looked, until, ovciTonie by emotion, 
" Gabriel!" cried slie aloud with tremulous voice; but no answer 
Came from (he graves of the dead ; nor the gloomier graro of the living. 
Slowly at length she returned to tho tennntlcss house of her father. 
Smouldered the fire on the hearth, on the boni'd nlowl the supper uiitailcil, 
Emptj Qtul drenr was each room, and haunted with pliaulnnis of leiTOr. 
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Sa<ll^ ccliood her step on the stair and the Hoor nt licr clianibcr. 
In the dead of the night she henrd the whinpcritig rain fall 
Load on the withered IcaTCs of the sycainorc-trcc by tlic window. 
Keenly the lightning flnsliod ; and the voice of the echoing tliuiidi-r 
Told her tliat God vna in licavcii, nnd goveviied ihc u'oild he created ! 
Then bIio remcmhered the tale sliu had heard of the jiisticc of heaven ; 
Soothed was her troubled sonl. and she jK-neefidly tiluinbercd til] moniing. 




V. 



Four times the sun had risen and set ; anil now on the fifth dnj 
Cheerily called the cock to the sleeping ninids of the fnrm-housp. 
Soon o'er the yellow fields, in silent and mournful processiod, 
Game from tlie neighbounng hamlets nnd fitims the Acadian women 
Driving in ponderous wains their household goods to the sea-slion', 
Pausing and looking hack to gaze once more on their dwellings. 
Ere they were shut from sight by the winding road nnd the wooiilnn 
Close nt their sides their children ran, nnd urged on the oxen, 
While iti their little bands they elosjied some fimnients of playthiiij 
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Thus to the Gaspereairs mouth they Inirriod ; and there on tlie sea-beach 
Piled in confusion lay tlie household goods of the peasants. 
All day long between the shore and the ships did the boats ply ; 
All day long the wains came laboring down from the village. 
Late in the afternoon, when the sun was near to his setting, 
Echoiuff far o'er the tields came the roll of drums from the church-vard. 
Thither the women and children thronn^od. On a sudden the church-dooi's 
Opened, and forth came the guard, and marching in gloomy procession 
Followed the long-imprisoned, but ])atient, Acadian farmers. 
Even as pilgrims, who journey afar from their homes and their country. 
Sing as they go, and in singing forget they are weary and way-worn, 
So with songs on their lips the Acadian peasants descended 
Down from the church to the shore, amid their wives and their daughtei's. 
Foremost the young men came ; and, raising together their voices, 
Sang they with tremulous lips a chant of the Catholic Missions : — 
** Sacred heart of the Saviour ! O inexhaustible fountain ! 
Fill our hearts this day with strength and submission and patience!** 
Then the old men, as they marched, and the women that stood by the way-side. 
Joined in the sacred psalm, and the birds in the sunshine above them 
Mingled their notes therewith, like voices of spirits departed. 

Half-way down to the shore Evangeline waited in silence, 
Not overcome with grief, but strong in the hour of affliction, — 
Calmly and sadly waited, until the procession approached her. 
And she beheld the face of Gabriel pale with emotion. 
Tears then filled her eyes, and, eagerly running to meet him, 
Clasped she his hands, and laid her head on his shoulder, and whispered, — 
" Gabriel ! be of good cheer ! for if we love one another. 
Nothing, in tnith, can harm us, whatever mischances may happen !'' 
Smiling she spake these words ; then suddenly paused, for her father 
Saw she slowly advancing. Alas ! how changed was his aspect ! 
Gone was the glow from his cheek, and the fire from his eye, and his footstep 
Heavier seemed with the weight of the weary heart in his bosom. 
But with a smile and a sigh, she cla.sped his neck and embraced him. 
Speaking words of endearment where words of comfort availed not. 
Thus to the Gaspereau's mouth moved on that mournful procession. 

There disorder prevailed, and the tumult and stir of embarking. 
Busily plied the freighted boats ; and in the confusion 
Wives were torn from their husbands, and mothers, too late, saw their children 
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Left on the land, extending their arnis, with wildest entreaties. 

So unto separate ships were Basil and Gabiiel carried, 

While in despair on the shore Evangeline stood with her fatlier. 

Half the task was not done when the sun went down, and the twilight 

Deepened and darkened around ; and in haste the i-efluent ocean 

Fled away from the shore, and left the line of the sand-beach 

Covered with waifs of the tide, with kelp and the slippery sea-wetMl. 

Farther back in the midst of the household goods and the wagons. 

Like to a gipsy camp, or a leaguer after a battle, 

All escape cut off by the sea, and the sentinels near them. 

Lay encamped for the night the houseless Acadian fanneis. 

Back to its nethermost caves retreated the bellowing ocean. 

Dragging adown the beach the rattling pebbles, and leaving 

Inland and far up the shore the stranded boats of the sailors. 

Then, as the night descended, the herds returned from their pastui-es ; 

Sweet was the moist still air with the odor of milk from their udders : 

Lowing they waited, and long, at the well-known bars of the farm-yard. 

Waited and looked in vain for the voice and the hand of the milkmaid. 

Silence reigned in the streets ; from the church no Angel us sounded, 

Bose no smoke from the roofs, and gleamed no lights from the windows. 

But on the shores meanwhile the evening fires had been kindled, 
Built of the drift-wood thrown on the sands from wrecks in the tem|»e3t. 
Round them shapes of gloom and sorrowful faces were gathered. 
Voices of women were heard, and of men, and the crying of children. 
Onward from fire to fire, as from hearth to hearth in his parish. 
Wandered the faithful prie.st, consoling and blessing and cheerin«r. 
Like unto shipwrecked Paul on Melita's desolate sea-shore. 
Thus ho approached the place where Evangeline sat with her father, 
And in the flickering light beheld the face of the old man, 
lEaggard and hollow and wan, and without either thought or emoti(ni. 
E'en as the face of a clock from which the hands have been taken. 
Vainly Evangeline strove with words and caresH's to cheer him, 
Vainly ofiered him foo<l ; yet he moved not, he looked not, he spnke n«»t. 
But, with a vacant starts, ever gazed at the flickering fire-light. 
" BentdkiU! " murmured the priest, in tones of compassion. 
More ho fain would have said, but his heart was full, and his accents 
Faltered and paused on his lips, as the feet of a child on a threshohl, 
Hushed by the scene he beholds, and the awful ])resence of s(nrow. 
Silentlv* therefore, he laid his hand on the head of the mniilen. 




.Haiaiiig his eyes, full of tears, to tltc sifcnt slat's that above tbcm 
Moved on their way, unperlurlK-d by tlio wrongs and eoirowe of mortals. 
Then sat he down at her side, and tliej wept together in silence. 

Suddenly rose from tLe south a light, as in autumn the blood-red 
Moon climbs the crystal walla of heaven, and o'er tlic horizon 
Titan-like Btrctthes its hundred hands upon mountain and meadow, 



«... *• 



194 EVANGELINE. 

Seizing the rocks and the rivere, and piling huge shadows together. 
Broader and evor broader it gleamed on the roofs of the village, 
Gleamed on the sky and the sea, and the ships that lay in the roadstead. 
ColumnB of shining smoke uprose, and flashes of flame were 
Thrust through their folds and withdrawn, like the quivering hands of a niarivr. 
Then as the wind seized the gleeds and the burning thatch, and, uplifting. 
Whirled them alofl through the air, at once from a hundred house-tops 
Started the sheeted smoke with flashes of flame intermingled. 

These things beheld in dismay the crowd on the shore and on shipboard. 
Speechless at first they stood, then cried aloud in their anguish, 
*' We shall behold no moi*e our homes in the village of Grand-Pro ! " 
Loud on a sudden the cocks began to crow in the farm-yards. 
Thinking the day had dawned ; and anon the lowing of cattle 
Came on the evening breeze, by the barking of dogs interrupted. 
Then rose a sound of di'ead, such as startles the sleeping encampments 
Far in the western prairies or forests that skirt the Nebraska, 
When the wild hoi-ses afirighted sweep by with the speed of the whirlwind, 
Or the loud bellowing herds of buflaloes rush to the river. 
Such was the sound that arose on the night, as the herds and tlie horses 
Broke through their folds and fences, and madly rushed o'er the meadows. 

Overwhelmed with the sight, yet speechless, the priest and the maiden 
Gazed on the scene of terror that leddeued and widened before them ; 
And as they turned at length to speak to their silent companion, 
Lo ! from his seat he had fallen, and stretched abroad on the sea-shore 
Motionless lay his form, from which the soul had depaited. 
Slowly the priest uplifted the lifeless head, and the maiden 
Knelt at her father's side, and wailed aloud in her teiTor. 
Then in a swoon she sank, and lay with her head on his bosom. 
Through the long night she lay in deep, oblivious slumber ; 
And when she woke from the trance, she beheld a multitude near her. 
Faces of friends she beheld, that were mournfully gazing upon her. 
Pallid, with tearfid eyes, and looks of saddest compassion. 
Still the blaze of the burning village illumined the landscape, 
lieddened the sky overhead, and gleamed on the faces around her, 
And like the day of doom it seemed to her wavering senses. 
Then a famihar voice she heard, as it said to the people, — 
" Let us bury him here by the sea. When a happier season 
Brings us again to our homes from the unknown land of our exile, 
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Then slmll his sacrtKl <l\i>tt be pioudl^ laid in (lie cliuit'li-yitnl." 
Such were tlic woi'ds of the jiricHt. Antl thcit.' in hittte \>y tlie sea-aide, 
Having the glare of tlie bnniin;; vIIIuj^l' fur funeral tuix-'lies, 
But without beU or book, tliey iHii'ietl llie fainuT of Gi'^iid-Pre. 
AniJ as llic Toii-u of llie priest repealed (lie Beiviee of Hiirrow, 
Lo ! with a nioumful sound, tike tlic voice of a vu^t congivgation, 
Solemnly aiiawei'eil tlie nea, and mingled ita ivar uith llie dirges. 
'Twos the returning tide, that iifur fnmi llie ivjHfe of the ot-can. 
With the finit dawn of the dav. eniiio he.ivinj; aiul haiTving Joi.divnrJ. 
Then reeommciieed ont'e niiiix' the stir and nui>e uf finbnrkiiig ; 
And with (he ebb of that tide i1r- shi|.s failed out of the harbour. 
Leaving 1>ehind them the deiul on the shun', luid the village in mills. 





I'AKT TJir: SKCONll. 



Masy a wearv year \u\il passi^J since llic burning of Gi'aiiJ-l'n 
Wliod on tlic railing tiilc tlie frc'iglit«l vcsstls Joiiaited. 
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Bearing a nation, with all its househoKl gods, into exile, 

Exile without an end, and without an example in story. 

Far asunder, on separate coasts, the Acadians landed ; 

Scattered were they, like flakes of snow, whun the wind from the north-east 

Strikes aslant through the fogs that daiktu the Banks of Newfoundland. 

Friendless, homeless, hopeless, they wandered from city to city, 

Fi"om the cold lakes of the North to sultry Southern savaniuis, — 

From the hleak shores of the sea to the lands where the Father of Waters 

Seizes the hills in his hands, and drags theiu down to the ocean. 

Deep in their sands to hiiry the scattered hones of the mammoth. 

Friends they sought and homes ; and many, despairing, heart-hroken, 

Asked of the earth but a grave, and no longer a friend nor a fireside. 

Written their history stands on tablets of stone in the church-vards. 

Tvong among tl:ein was seen a maiden wlio waited and wandered, 

Lowly and meek in spirit, and patiently su tiering all things. 

Fair was she and young ; but, alas ! before her extended, 

Drearv and vast and silent, the desert of life, with its i)athwav 

Marked by the graves of those who had sorrowed and suffered before her, 

Passions long extinguished, and hopes long dead and abandoned. 

As the emigrant's way o'er the \W\stern desert is marked by 

Camp-fires long consumed, and Ixuies that bleach in the sunshine. 

Something there was in her life incomplete, imperfect, unfinished ; 

As if a morning of June, with all its music and sunshine. 

Suddenly paused in the sky, aiul, fading, slowly descended 

Into the east again, from whence it late had arisen. 

Sometimes she lingered in towns, till, urged the fever within her, 

Urged by a restless longing, the hunger and thirst of the spirit, 

She would commence again her endless search and endeavour ; 

Sometimes in church -yards strayed, and gazed on the crosses and tombstones, 

Sat by some nameless grave, and thought that perhaps in its bosom 

He was already at rest, and she longed to slumber beside him. 

Sometimes a rumor, a hearsay, an inarticulate whisper, 

Came with its airy haiul to point aiul beckon her forwaixl. 

Sometimes she spake with those who had seen her beloved and known him, 

But it was long ago, in some far-off place or forgotten. 

** Gabriel Lajeunesse ! " said others ; " O, yes ! we have seen him. 

He was with Basil the blacksmith, and both have gone to the prairies ; 

Coureurs-des-Bois are they, and famous hunters and trappers.'* 

" Gabriel Lajeunesse ! " said others ; " O, yes ! we have seen him. 

He is a Voi/ageur in the lowlands of Louisiana." 
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Then would they say, — ** Dear child ! why dream and wait for him longer ? 

Are there not other youths as fair as Gabriel ? others 

Who have hearts as tender and true, and spirits as loyal ? 

Here is Baptiste Ijcblanc, the notary's son, who has loved thee 

IMany a tedious year ; come, give him thy hand and be happy ! 

Thou art too fair to be left to braid St. Catherine's tresses.'' 

Then would Evangeline answer, serenely but sadly, — ** 1 cannot ! 

^^^lithe^ my heart has gone, there follows my hand, and not elsewhere. 

For when the heart goes before, like a lamp, and illumines the pathway, 

Many things are made clear, that else lie hidden in darkness." 

And thereupon the priest, her friend and father-confessor. 

Said, with a smile, — ** O daughter ! thy God thus 8j)cakoth within thee I 

Talk not of wasted affection, affection never was wasted ; 

If it enrich not the heart of another, its waters, returning 

Back to their springs, like the rain, shall fill them full of refreshment ; 

That which the fountain sends forth returns again to the fountain. 

Patience ; accomplish thy labor ; accomplish thy work of affection ! 

Sorrow and silence arc strong, and patient endurance is godlike, 

Therefore accomplish thy labor of love, till the heart is made godlike, 

Purified, strengthened, perfected, and rendered more worthy of heaven I '' 

Cheered by the good man's words, Evangeline labored and waited. 

Still in her heart she heard the funeml dirge of the ocean, 

But with its sound there was mingled a voice that whispered, *' Despair not !' 

Thus did that poor soul wander in want and cheerless <liseonifort. 

Bleeding, barefooted, over the shards and thorns of existence. 

Ixjt me essay, O Muse ! to follow the wanderer's footsteps ; — 

Not through each devious path, each changeful year of existonee ; 

But as a traveller follows a streamlet's coui-se throufcli the valley : 

O »■' 

Far from its margin at times, and seeing the gleam of its water 
Here and there, in some open space, and at intervals only ; 
Then drawing nearer its banks, through sylvan glooms that conceal it. 
Though he behold it not, he can hear its continuous murmur ; 
Happy, at length, if he find the spot where it reaches an outlet. 




It waa ttin raonlli (•( Mnv. i'ar down tlio Boouliful River, 

Past the CI o 1 nnd { nst the month of the ^^'ahash. 

Into the gin f the broad mid sirifr. Mississippi, 

Floated o un b o boa hat was rowed by Acadian boatmea. 

It was a ha d f 1 a raft, as it were, from the shipwrecked 

Nation, s<.a 1 a1 I coast, now floating together. 

Bound bj the bonds of a common belief and a common misfortune ; 

Hen nnd women and eliildren, who, guided bj hope or hj hearsay, 

■Sought for their kith and theh' kin nniong the fcw-acred formers 

On the Acadian coast, and the prairies of fair Opclousas. 

With them Evangeline went, and her guide, the Father Fehcian. 

Onward o'er snnkcTi snnds, through a wilderness sombre with forests. 

Day nfler day tiiey glidetl adowti the turbulent river; 

Night after night, by their blazing tires, encamped on its borders. 
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Now through rushing chutes, among green islands, wliere plunieHke 

Cotton-trees nodded their shadowy crests, tliey swept with the current, 

Then emerged into broad lagoons, where silvery sand-bai-s 

Lay in the stream, and along the wirapling waves of their margin. 

Shining with snow-white plumes, large flocks of pelicans wadod. 

Level the landscape gi'ew, and along the shoi*es of the river. 

Shaded by china-trees, in the midst of luxuriant gardens, 

Stood the houses of planters, with negro-cabins and dove-cots. 

They were approaching the region where reigns perpetual summer. 

Where through the Golden Coast, and groves of orange and citron. 

Sweeps with majestic curve the river away to the eastward. 

They, too, swerved from their course ; and, entering the liayou of Plaquemin(\ 

Soon were lost in a maze of sluggish and devious waters. 

Which, like a network of steel, extended in every direction. 

Over their heads the towering and tenebrous boughs of the cypress 

Met in a dusky arch, and trailing mosses in mid air 

Waved like bannei*s that hang on the walls of ancient cathedrals. 

Deathlike the sdence seemed, and unbroken, save by the herons 

Home to their roosts in the cedar-trees returning at sunset. 

Or by the owl, as he greeted the moon with demoniac laughter. 

l/ovely the moonlight was as it glanced and gleamed on the water. 

Gleamed on the columns of cypress and cedar sustaining the arches, 

Down through whose broken vaults it fell as through chinks in a ruin. 

Dreamlike, and indistinct, and strange were all things around them ; 

^Vnd o'er their spirits there came a feeling of wonder and sadness, — 

Strange forebodings of ill, imseen and that cannot be compassed. 

As, at the tramp of a horse's hoof on the tui-f of the prairies, 

Far in advance are closed the leaves of the shrinking mimosa. 

So, at the hoof-beats of fate, with sad forebodings of evil. 

Shrinks and closes the heart, ere the stroke of doom has attained it. 

But Evangeline's heart was sustained by a vision, that faintly 

Floated before her eyes, and beckoned her on through the moonlight. 

It was the thought of her brain that assumed the shape of a phantom. 

Through those shadowy aisles had Gabriel wandered before her. 

And every stroke of the oar now brought him nearer and nearer. 

Then in his place, at the prow of the boat, rose one of the oarsmen, 
And, as a singnal sound, if others like them peradventure 
Sailed on those gloomy and midnight streams, blew a blast on his bugle. 
Wild throuijh the dark colonnades and (orridors leafv the blast ran<r. 




Breaking the bcilI of silence, nnJ giviDg tongues to the forest. 

Soundless above them tlie hnnnei'!* uf moss juxt stirred to the musie. 

MultituJinouB cc-hoes nwokc and died in the iliatance. 

Over the watery floor, and beneath tlic reverberant branches ; 

But not a voice replied ; no answer came from (he darkneas ; 

And when the eehoes had ceoaed, like a sense of pain was the ailence. 

Then Evangeline slept ; but tbc boatmen rowed tlirongh the midnight, 

Silent at times, then singing Tamil in r Canadian boat'Songs, 

Such as they snug of old on their own Acadian rivers. 



Ami llirougb die iiigbt were liennl the inyaterioua souude uf i.hi? iIppciI. 

Fnr off, indifttiticl, oa of wave or wind in the foii»«t. 

Mixed with tbe whoo]i of the crane mid the roar of the grim ulligntur. 

Thus ere another noon thcj emerged from those ahadca ; and before them 
Lay, in the guldeii sun, the kkc» of the Atclinfulaya. 
Watci'-Uliee in myriads rucked on the slight undulations 
Made by the posiiiiig oars, and, resplendent in beauty, the Ivtiia 
lAlted her golden crown above the heads of the bontoien. 
[i'nint n'ns Ihe air with tbe odoroua breath of magnolia btoasoms, 
And with the heat of noon ; and numberless vylvan islands, 
l''rsgl'nnt end thickly embowered with blossoming hedgoa of ri«o». 
Near to whoso shorra they glided along, invited to Khinibpr. 
Soon by tJio fitirost of those their weary oars were stixitoiidei], 
(.'nder the buuglis of Woohila willows, that gi'ew by ilie margin. 
Sufiily their boat tros moored ; and seuttei'd about on tlit^ greensward. 
Tired with their midnight toil, the weary travellers Bhiinbercil. 
Over them vast and high extended the cope of a cedur. 
Swinging from it« great anna, the trum[)et-flower and the grape-vine 
ilung their ladiler of roi>ea aloft like the ladder of Jaculi. 
Ou whose pendulous ntairs tbe angels ascending, descending, 
Were the swift liumraing-birds, that flitted from blossom to blossom. 
Such was the vision Evangeline saw as slio slumbered Ix'neaili it. 
Filled was her heart with love, and the dawn of an o]ieniiig heaven 
Lighted her soul in sleep with the glory uf regiuns celestial. 

Nearer and ever nearer, among the numberless islands, 
Darted a light, swift boat, that sped away o'er the water, 
Urged on its course by the sinewy arnis of hnntci's and ti'appeis. 
Norlhwaiii its prow was turned, to tbe land of the bison and beaver. 
At the helm sat a youth, with countenance thoughtful and c 
Bai'k and neglected locks overshadowed his brow, and a sadness 
Somewhat beyond bis years on his face was legibly wi'itlen. 
Gabriel was it, who, weary with waiting, nidinppy and restless, 
tkiught in the Western wilds oblivion of self and of sonxiw. 
Swiftly they glided along, close under the lee of llie island, 
But by the opposite bank, and behind a sei'ccn of palmettos. 
So that they saw not the boat, where it lay eonceale<l in the willi 
And undisturbed by the donli of their oars, and unseen, were the 
Angel of God wns theie none to awaken the slumbering maiden, 



Swiftly they glidod away, likr the sliade of a cloud on the prairie. 

After the sound of their oars on the tholes had died in the distance, 

As from a magic trance the sleepers awoke, and the maiden 

Said with a sigh to the friendly priest, — ** O Father Felician ! 

Something says in my heart that near me Gabriel wanders. 

Is it a foolish dream, an idle and vague superstition? 

Or has an angel passed, and revealed the truth to my spirit ? " 

Then, with a blush, she added, — " Alas for my credulous fancy ! 

Unto eai-s like thine such words as these have no meaning." 

But made answer the reverend man, and he smiled as he answered, — 

" Daughter, thy words are not idle ; nor are they to me without meaning. 

Feeling is deep and still ; and the word that floats on the surface 

Is as the tossinnr buov, that betravs where the anchor is hidden. 

Therefore trust to thy heart, and to what the world calls illusions. 

Gabriel truly is near thee ; for not far away to the southward. 

On the banks of the Teche, are the towns of St. Maur and St. Martin. 

There the long-wandering bride shall be given again to her bridegroom. 

There the long-absent pastor regain his flock and his sheepfold. 

Beautiful is the land, with its prairies and forests of fruit-trees ; 

Under the feet a garden of flowers, and the bluest of heavens 

Bending above, and resting its dome on the walls of the forest. 

They who dwell there have named it the Eden of l/ouisiana." 

And with these words of cheer they arose and continued their journey. 
Softly the evening came. The sun from the western horizon 
Like a magician extended his golden wand o'er the landscape ; 
Twinkling vapors arose ; and sky and water and forest 
Seemed all on fire at the touch, and melted and mingled together. 
Hanging between two skies, a cloud with edges of silver, 
Floated the boat, with its dripping oars, on the motionless water. 
Filled was Evangeline's heart with inexpressible sweetness. 
Touched by the magic spell, the sacred fountains of feeling 
Glowed with the light of love, as the skies and waters aromid her. 
Then from a neighbouring thicket the mocking-bird, wildest of singers, 
Swinging aloft on a willow spray that hung o'er the water, 
Shook from his little throat such floods of delirious music, 
That the whole air and the woods and the waves seemed silent to listeu. 
Plaintive at first were the tones and sad ; then soaring to madness 
Seemed they to follow or guide the revel of frenzied Bacchantes. 
Single notes were then heard, in sorrowful, low lamentation ; 
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Till. )iaviiig gtitUccuil thoiii ull, lio flung tlu-'m abroad iu dcirisiun, 
As when, after a storm, u giiHt uf wiud tliroiigli llic tree-topa 
SShakea down tlic mttlirg rain in n cryHlal sIiowlt ou the brancbes. 
With Buch £L prelude as this, nad hccirts that throbbed with emotion, 
Slowly tliey enlei'ed the Teche, whtre it flows through the greeu Ojm 
And through the amber air, nhorc the crest of the woodlauJ, 
Saw tlic colun::. uf emoke thjt arose from a neighbouring dweliii>g :- 
Souiiiis of a honi they heai'd, and the clbtant lowing of cattle. 



III. 



Kkar to the baiili of the livei', o'efi^htu lowed by ouks, from whose brnu 

(rni'la[ids uf Spa[jish mo^ and of mystiu mistletoe Baunled, 

Mueh a:i the Druids cut down with golcloa hatchets nt Yule-tide, 

•Stood, secluded and etill, tlio house of the herdsman. A giU'deu 

Girded it round ahont with a belt of luxunanl blossoms, 

]''illing the oir with fragrance. The liouae itself was uf timbtra 

iiewu from the cypress-tree, and csrefully fitted together. 

IiBrge nnd low was the roof; and on slender eolnmns supported, 

Hose-wi'eathed, vinc-encii'clcd, a hroa I and spacious lernnda. 

Haunt of the humming-bird and the bee, extended around it 

At eoeh end of the house, amid the floweis of the garden. 

Stationed the dove-cots were, as love's perpetual •umbol, 

Ssenes of endless wooing, and endless contentions of iiials 

Sileuee reigned o'er the jdaee. The hne of shadow and sunshine 

Ran near the tops of the trees ; but the house itself was in shadow. 

And from its chimney-top, ascending and slonh expanding 

Into the evening air, a thin blue column of smoke rose 

In the rear of the huusc, from Ihc garden gate lan a pathway 

Through the great groves of onk to the skirts of Ihc limitless prairie, 

Into whose sea of flowers the sun was slowlj desiending 

Full in his track of light, like ships with shadowy canvas 

Hanging loose from their spars in a motionless calm in the tropiea. 

Stood a cluster of trees, with tangled cordage of grnpe->ines 

Just where the woodlands mot the flowery surf of the piaine. 
Mounted upon his horse, with Spanish saddle and "liirnpi 




i 




Sat a berdaman, arnif«l in gaiters aiid duublot uf ducnkin. 

Broad and brown <naA the face that from under the Spaniiib lombrcro 

Gazed on the peaceful scrne, with the lord); look of its masler. 
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Till. Iiaviiig giillivn/d iiivai all, he flung tljL>iti ubroad in deruioD, 
Ae vrhon, ai^r a stiii'm, u gust of wiiid tlirongli the tree-topa 
Shakes down the laltling rain in n crjstal shower on the hnnches. 
Wi[h such t> )irelude as this, and lieaits titut tlnohhed with emotion 
Slowl.T thej- cnlei'ed the Tet-he, whore it ftons through the green Oi«.loi 
And through the anbor nir, ahorc the crcal of [lie woodkod, 
Saw the coluu::. uf smoke tlut arose from a neighbouring dwelUog :■ 
iSounda of u horn they hcoi'd, and the diatiint lowing of cattle. 




III. 

Nkab tu thu bank of tlio liver, u'LTahuiluweJ \i\ oaka, from whose bj', 
UarlauiU uf Spanish moss and of mystic niistli^rue flaunted, 
Sudi as the Druida cut down with goldiiMi hati'lioto at Yule-tide, 
Stood, sec-iudod luid still, the house of liie heiiUinan. A garden 
(lirded it ruiind about with a belt of luxuriant hloaaoma, 
Filliug the air with fragrance. The house it^^elf was of timben 
Hewn from tlie cypress -tree, and caiefnlly fitted together. 
I>arge and low was the roof; and on slender columns supported. 
Rose -wreathed, vino-cncireled, a broad and spacious veranda, 
Ilaunt of the lui mining -bird and the bcc, extended around it. 
At each end of the house, amid the flowers of the gaixlen, 
Stationed the dove-cots were, as love's perpetual symbol, 
Ssencs of endless wooing, and endless contentions of livals. 
Silence reigned o'er the place. The line of shadow and sunshine 
Ran near the tops of the trees ; but the house ilsclf was in shadow. 
And from its chimney-top, ascending and slowly expanding 
Into the evening air, a thin blue column of stnokc rose. 
In the rear of the house, from the garden gate, ran a pathway 
Through the great groves of oak to the skirts of (he limitless prairie, 
Into whose sea of flowers the sun was slowly descending. 
Full in his track of light, like sliips with shadowy canvas 
Hanging loose from their spars in a motionless calm in the tropics, 
Stood a cluster of trees, with tangled conlagc of grupc-vines. 




Jnat where the woodlands met the flowery surf of the prairie, 
Mounted upon his horse, with Spanish saddle and slirrnps, 




Sat B, herdsman, nrrnjed in gait«i'a and doublet of deerskin. 

Broad and lirown was the face that from under the Spanish sombrero 

Gazed on the jieaceful Bcone, with the lordly look of ils ransler. 
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llouud about him were numberless herds of kine, that were grazing 

Quietly in the meadows, and breathing the vapory freshness 

That uprose from the river, and spread itself over the landscape. 

Slowly lifting the horn that hung at his side, and expanding 

Fully his broad, deep chest, he blew a blast, that resounded 

Wildly and sweet and fur, through the still damp air of the evening. 

Suddenly out of the grass the long white horns of the cattle 

Rose like flakes of foam on the adverse currents of ocean. 

Silent a moment they gazed, then bellowing rushed o'er the prairie. 

And the whole mass became a cloud, a shade in the distance, 

Then, as the herdsman turned to the house, through the gate of the garden 

Saw he the forms of the priest and the maiden advancing to meet him. 

Suddenly down from liis hoi^se he sprang in amazement, and forward 

Rushed with extended anns and exclamations of wonder ; 

When they beheld his face, they recognised Basil the Blacksmith. 

Hearty his welcome was, as he led his guests to the garden. 

There in an arbour of roses with endless question and answer 

Gave they vent to their heaits, and renewed their friendly embraces, 

Laughing and weeping by turns, or sitting silent and thoughtful. 

Thoughtful, for Gabriel came not ; and now dark doubts and misgivings 

Stole o'er the maiden's heart ; and Basil, somewhat embarrassed, 

Broke the silence and said, — " If you came by the Atchafalaya, 

How have you nowhere encountered my Gabriel's boat on the bayous ? " 

Over Evangeline's face at the words of Basil a shade passed. 

Tears came into her eyes, and she said, with a tremulous accent, — 

** Gone? is Gabriel gone? " and, concealing her face on his shoulder, 

All her overburdened heart gave way, and she wept and lamented. 

Then the good Basil said, — and his voice grew blithe a,<4 he said it, — 

" Be of good cheer, my child ; it is only to-day he departed. 

Foolish boy ! he has left me alone with my herds and my horses. 

Moody and restless grown, and tried and troubled, his spirit 

Could no longer endure the calm of this quiet existence. 

Thinking ever of thee, uncertain and sorrowful ever. 

Ever silent, or speaking only of thee and his troubles, 

He at length had become so tedious to men and to maidens. 

Tedious even to me, that at length I bethought me, and sent him 

Unto the town of Adayes to trade for mules with the Spaniards. 

Thence he will follow the Indian trails to the Ozark Mountains, 

Hunting for fure in the forests, on rivers trapping the beaver. 

Therefore be of good cheer ; we will follow the fugitive lovor : 




lie is not far on hiis way, and tlic Fates and the slreams are against tiitn. 
Up and avay to-morrow, and tlirougk tlie red dew of the morning 
Wo will follow him fast, and bring him back to his prison." 

Tben glad voices vere heard, and up fi-om the banks of the river, 
liome aloft on his comrades' arms, came Michael the fiddler. 
Txing under BbbiI's roof had he lived like a god on Olympus, 
Haying no other care than dlapcnsing music to mortals. 
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Far renowned was he for his silver locks and his fiddle. 

" Long live Michael," thej cried, " our brave Acadian minstrel ! '* 

Ab they bore him aloft in triumphal procession ; and straightway 

Father Felidan advanced with Evangeline, greeting the old man 

Kindly and oft, and recalling the past, while Basil, enraptured, 

Hailed with hilarious joy his old companions and gossips, 

Laughing loud and long, and embracing mothers and daughtei*s. 

Much they marvelled to see the wealth of the ci-devant blacksmith. 

All his domains and his herds, and his patriarchal demeanour ; 

Much they marvelled to hear his tales of the soil and the climate. 

And of the prairies, whose numberless herds were his who would take them ; 

Each one thought in his heart, that he, too, would go and do likewise. 

Thus they ascended the steps, and, crossing the airy veranda, 

Entered the hall of the house, where already the supper of Basil 

Waited his late return ; and they rested and feasted together. 

Over the joyous feast the sudden darkness descended. 
AH was silent without, and, illuming the landscape with silver, 
Faur rose the dewy moon and tlie myriad stars, but within doors. 
Brighter than these, shone the faces of friends in the glimmering lamplight. 
Then from his station aloft, at the head of the tabic, the herdsman 
Poured jforth his heart and his wine together in endless profusion. 
Lighting his pipe, that was filled with sweet Natclutoehes tobacco. 
Thus he spake to his guests, who listened, and smiled as they listened : — 
" Welcome once more, my friends, who so long have been friendless and homeless, 
Welcome once more to a home, that is better perchance than the old one ! 
Here no hungry winter congeals our blood like the rivers ; 
Here no stony ground provokes the wrath of the farmer. 
Smoothly the ploughshare runs tlirough tlic soil as a keel through the water. 
AJl the year round the orange-groves are in blossom ; and grass grows 
More in a single night than a whole Canadian summer. 
Here, too, numberless herds run wild and unclaimed in the prairies ; 
Here, too, lands may be had for the asking, and forests of timber 
With a few blows of the axe are hewn and framed into houses. 
After your houses are built, and your fields are yellow with harvests. 
No King George of England shall drive you away fmin your homesteads, 
Burning your dwellings and barns, and stealing your farms and your cattle.'' 
Speaking these words, he blew a wrathful cloud from his nostrils, 
And his huge, brawny hand came thundering down on the table. 
So that the guests all started ; and Father Felician, astounded. 




SuJJeulv iiuiisod, ivitli a iiiiieli uf tiiuti' liall-niy to Lis n<Mtrils. 

]jut the hfatu Basil i-usiinicd, and liis wui-ds wvi'e milder atid gayer :-~ 

" Oulj beware uf the fcvfi-, my ftiendB, bewnrc of tlie fe»er! 

For it ifl not like tliat of our cold AcaJiaii climate, 

Cured by wearing a spider hung round one's neck in a nutshell !*' 

Tlien there were voices heurd at the door, and fooUtepa approaching 

Sounded upon the stairs and llie floor of the breezy veranda. 

It was the neighbouring Creoles and email Acadian planters, 

Who had becti summoned all to the bouse of Basil tbo Heiilsman. 

Merry the meeting was of aucicat comrades and Deigliboura : 

Friend clasped fricud iu his arms ; and they who before veK as strangers. 

Meeting in exile, became straightway as friends to each other, 

Drawn by the geutle bond of a common country together. 

But in the neighbouring hall a strain of music, proceeding 

From tbc accordant strings of Michael's melodious fiddle, 

Broke up all further speecU. Awaj, like children delighted. 

All things foigotten beside, they gave themselves to the maddening 

"Whirl of the dizxy dance, as it swept and swayed to the music, 

Dreamlike, tvilli beaming eyes and the rush of fluttering garments. 




[■.Ill ill iho West llioie li^s a liesti't laiiJ. \ 
Lift, tlirougli perpctuiil siiowa, tlieii- lofty atiJ li 
Down froni tlieir JHggi«l, deep i-aviiies, wlit'Vi! the gorge, like a gale" 
(.>{)CnH B |)assagc ruJi: tii thu wIic-cIh of the emigrant's wagon, 
W'eatwanl the Oregon Hows and the Wnllcwnj and the Owjhee. 
Eastward, with devious coui'se, among the Wiiiil-rivcr Mouiitainr<, 
'i'hrongh tlie Swcut-water Vallej' precipitatfi leajis the Nebraska : 
And to the south, from Fontaine-qui-bout and the Spanish sierras. 
Fretted with sands and rocks, and swept by the wind of the desert. 
Numberless torrents, with ceaseless sound, descend to tho ocean. 
Like the great chords of a harp, in loud and solemn vibrations. 
Spreading between these streams arc the wondrous, beautiful praries 
Billowy bays of grass ever rolling in shadow and sunshine, 
Bright with lu^iuriatit cinsters of roses and pi[q)1e amorphas. 




Over tlieui wtitiJi'i' the buffalo herds, and thi^ I'lk and Uic rotibiick : 
( >vcr tlieni watidcr tlic wulvcs, and herds of ridci-lcRs hurson ; 
Fii'ca ihnt blost and bhirht, and winds that aiv wi'ni'v with travi.-! : 
Over tlit'iii wniidur ihc scatl^i'od tribes of Ubmiiel'K cliildivii. 

ytiiiniii;t the <icsfi-t wilb blood ; and above thu'ii' terrible war-trails 
CirclcH and sails alufl, on jiinioiis miijestic, the vulttii'c. 
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Like tlic im|>lacali]o soul of a cliieftain slauglitorcil in battle, 
liy invisible stall's ascending and Healing tbc beavens. 
Here and there rise smokes from tbo camps of tbese savage mai-audcrs ; 
Jleixj and there rise gi-oves from the margins of swift-running rivei-s ; 
And the grim, tacituiii bear, the anchoiite monk of the desei-t, 
Climbs down their dark ravines to dig for roots by the br(M>k-side, 
And over all is the sky, the clear and crystalline heaven, 
Like the protecting hand of God inverted above them. 

Into this wonderful land, at the base of the Ozark Mountains, 
Grabriel far had entere<l, with hunters and trappers behind biui. 
Day after day, with their Indian guides, the maiden and Hasil 
Followed his flying steps, and thought each day to o'ei-take Iiim. 
Sometimes they saw, or thought they saw, the smoke of his ean)p-ru-e 
Jiise in the moming air from the distant plain ; but at nightfall. 
When they had reached the place, they found only embers and ashes. 
And, though their heails were sad at times and their bodies wei-e weary, 
Hope still guided them on, as the magic Fata Morgana 
Showed them her lakes of light, that retreated and vanished before them. 

Once, 08 they sat by their evening fire, there silently entered 
Into the little camp an Indian woman, whose features 
Wore deep traces of soitow, and patience as great as her sori'ow. 
She was a Shawnee woman returning home to her people, 
From the far-oft* hunting-grounds of the cruel Canianehes, 
Where her Canadian husband, a Coureur-des-13ois, had U'en murdere<l. 
Touched were their hearts at her story, and wannest and fiiendliest wek-oini* 
Gave they, with words of cheer, and she sat and feasted among tliem 
On the buffalo-meat and the venison cooked on the embei.s. 
liut when their meal was done, and Basil and all his eoin[»anions. 
Worn with the long day's march and the chase of the deer and the bison, 
Stretched themselves on the ground, and slept where the quivering tire-li«;lit 
Flashed on their swarthy cheeks, and their forms wrap])ed up in (heir blank«'ts, 
Tlien at the door of Evangeline's tent she sat and re|)eate(l 
Slowly, with soft, low voice, and the charm of her Indian accent, 
All the tale of her love, with its pleasures, and pains, and leverses. 
Afuch Evangeline wept at the tale, and to know that another 
Hapless heart like her own had loved and ha<l been disappointed 
Moved to the depths of her soul by pity and woman's coni|){ission. 
Yet in her sorrow pleased that one who had sutiVred was near her, 




She in turn ivUikil Iili- Iovl' nml nil its ili^nytcrx. 

Mute uith wuiiiIlt the Slinwnuc siit, aii<l wlxtii slio IiikI cmM 

Still was mute : l>iil at l.-iigili. ns if ii nivslerioiis lioi loi- 

I'osscd thruugli her luaiii, hIic spnkc, nii<l i'C)ii'a1cil the Inle ot tlie Mow 

MowU, the bridegroom of unav, «'lin won niid wctldeil n niaiileit, 

]{iit, when the niuming enini!, arose aiiil passed fmm the wigwam, 

Fndiiig and melting away niid (IiKsulTiiig into the Hiinaliiiie, 

Till she belield }iitn no moi'c, thoiigh she followed for into the furesl. 

Then, in those sweet, low tviies, that seemed like a weii'd incaiiCntioii, 

1'uld she the tale <jf the fitir Lilinaii, who was wooed by a phanbiin, 

Tliiit, through the pines o'er her father's lodge, in the hush of the twili 

Breathed like the eveniiif; wind, and whispcivd love to the maiden, 

Till she followed his green and waving plume through the forest. 

And never more rctui'iied, nor was seen again bj lier people. 

Silent with woniler niid strange surprise, Kvangeline listened 

To the soft flow of her niagienl words, till the region around her 

Sccnie<! like enchanted ground, ond her swarthy guest the enehanlri'ss. 

Slowly over the tops of the O^ark Mountains the moon rose. 

Lighting the little tent, and with a mysterious splendor 

Touching the soinliri' leaves, niiil einliraeing and filling the wowlknd. 
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RVASCEIJSK. . 



With n ilLOicioiis souiul llie bi-ook rusliiHl tij. anJ llio bi-niicl 
SwajoU mill BiglW ovorhead iu scntwly nudibk' wliUptir;. 
FilleJ witli the thoughts of Ioto was Evangel iiie'n lii'urt, but a seer 
Subtile sense crept in of pain and indefinite tei-ror. 
Aa the cold, poiaouous anake cruepa ioto tho nest of llic awnllow. 
It wna no uartJily fear. A breath from the rc^on of spirits 
Scorned to float in the air of night : and ebe fell for a moment 
That, hkc the Indion maid, she, too, was pursning a phantom. 
Anil witli this thonght she slept, and iho fear and the phantom h 

Eailj upon tlie mon'ow the march wtt« rennmod ; and tlie Shrm 
S«id, as Ihcy joumeyetl ahiiig. — " On tlie western s1o|K' of these 
\Hc\h in hi« little vilUige Uic Blaek R«be ehief of the Miaaion. 
.Much he teaches the people, and lelU tlieni of Mur; nnil Jestw i 
l/)ud laugh their hearts with joj, and weoji witli pain, na thej- hciii' I 
Then, vfith a eadden and aocret emotion, Evangeline answeiwl,— 
'• [*t xjs gu to the Mission, for there g«»od tidings await m ! " 
'i'hither thcj turned their stowls ; and behind a spur of the ■ 
•Frist as the sun went down, ihej heard n murmur of voices. 
And in a mitndow green and biiiad, hj tbe bank of a rircr, 
Saw tlie t«nts of the Christians, the tents of the Jesuit Mission. 
Under a towering oak, that stood in the midst of the rillago. 
Knell the Ulnrk Ro!«- diief »ilh liif. cbSbhvn. A eniHtix fiwn.nl 
High on the trunk of the tree, nnd ovcrsliadowod hy grape-vinrs. 
Tiookcd with its agonized face on die midlitude kneeling licnenlli it. 
This was their rural cliapcl. Alofl, ihrougli tlie intricate areiii"< 
Of its ai'rial I'oof, arose tlie chant of llieir vespers, 
Mingling its notes with the soft susurrus and siglis of llio !irat»'li.>-. 
Silent, with heads uncovered, the travellers, ncm-er approaehil1;.^ 
Knelt on the awarded floor, and joined in tlie evening devotion^i. 
Dut when the service was done, and the benediction had fallen 
Forth from the hands of the priest, like seed from the hands of thi' > 
Slowly the reverend man advanced to tlio strangein, and bode them 
Welcome ; and when they leplied, he smiled with benignant e\pre».*i 
Hearing the homelike sounds of bis motlier- tongue in the foi'cst. 
And with words of kindness conducted them into bis wigwam. 
There upon mata and skins they reposed, and on cakes of the maize- 
Feasted, and slaked their thirst from t)io water-gourd of the tcauiier. 
Soon was their story told ; and the priest with solemnity answered :— 
" Sot six suns bavo risen and set since Gabriel, seated 
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Dii tlii-s mat by my side, where now the m.aiden reposes, 

Told me this same sad tale ; then arose and continued his journey ! '' 

Soft was the voice of the priest, and lie spake with an accent of kindness ; 

But on Evangeline's heart fell his words as in winter the snow-flakes 

Fall into some lone nest from which the birds have departed. 

" Far to the north he has nrone/' continued the priest ; " but in autumn, 

When the chase is done, will return a<rrtin to the Mission.'' 

Then Evangeline said, and her voice was meek and submissive, — 

•* Ixjt me remain with thee, for my soul is sad and afflicted.'' 

So seemed it wise and well unto all ; and betimes on the moiTOw, 

Mounting his Mexican steed, with his Indian guides and companions, 

Ifomeward Basil returned, and Evangeline stayed at the Mission. 

Slowly, slowly, slowly the days succeeded each other, — 
Days and wTeks and months ; and the fields of maize that were springing 
Green from the ground when a stranger she came, now waving above her. 
Lifted their slender shafts, with leaves interlacing, and forming 
Cloisters for mendicant crows and granaries pillaged by squirrels. 
Then in the golden weather the maize was husked, and the maidens 
Blushed at each blood-red ear, for that betokened a lover, 
But at the crooked lauo;hed, an<l called it a thief in the corn-field. 
Even the blood -red ear to Evanrjeline brouojht not her lover. 
** Patience I" the ]»riest would say ; " have faith, and thy prayer will be answered ! 
l^ok at this delicate plant that lifts its head from the meadow. 
See how its leaves all point to the north, as true a.s the magnet ; 
It Is the compass-flower, that the finger of God has suspended 
Here on it^ fragile stalk, to direct the traveller's journey 
Over the sea-like, pathless, limitless waste of the desert. 
Such in the soul of man is faith. The blossoms of passion, 
Gay and luxmiant flowers, are brighter and fuller of fragrance, 
But they beguile us, and lead us astray, and their odor is deadly. 
Only this humble plant can guide us here, and hereafter 
Crown us with asphodel flowers, that are wet with the dews of nepenthe." 

So came the autumn, and passed, and the winter, — yet Gabriel came not ; 
Blossomed the opening spring, and the notes of the robin and blue-bird 
Sounded sweet upon wold and in wood, yet Gabriel came not. 
But on the breath of the summer winds a rumor was wafted 
Sweeter than sonjv of bird, or hue or odor of blossom. 
Far to the north and east, it said, in the Michigan forests, 
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Gabriel had hh ludgc by the banks of the Siiginow river. 

A.n(1, with returning guides, that sought the lakes of St. Lawrence, 

Saving a sod farewell, Evangeline went fi*oni the Mission. 

When over weary ways, by long and pei'ilous inarches, 

She had attained at length the depths of the Michigan forests, 

Found she the hunter's loilgc deserted and fallen to ruin I 

Thus did the long sod years glide on, and in seasons and pluccs 
Divers and distant far was seen the wandering maiden ; — 
Now in the tents of grace of the meek Moravian Missions. 
Now in the noisy camps and the battle- fiehls of the array. 
Now in secluded hamlets, in towns and populous cities. 
Like a phantom she came, and passed away unrememhereil. 
Fair was she and young, when in hope began the long journey ; 
Faded was she and old, when in disappointment it ended. 
Each succeeding year stole something away from her beauty, 
Ijcaving behind it, broader and deeiKT, the gloom and the shadow. 
Then there appeared and spread faint streaks of gray o'er her foivhead. 
Dawn of another life, that broke o*er her earthly horizon. 
As in the eastern sky the first faint streaks of the morning. 



V. 



In that ddi«jlitful land which is wasliod bv the Dflawaio's watci-s, 
(xuarding hi sylvan shades the nann' of JVnn the apostle, 
Stands on the banks of its beautiful stream the city lie founded. 
Thei-e all the air is balm, and the jwach is the emblem of boauty. 
And the streets still itJccho the names of the trees of the foivst. 
As if they fain would appease the Dryads whose haunts they molested. 
There from the troubled sea had Evangeline landed, an exile, 
Findiuii: anionic the children of IVnn a home and a countrv. 
There old Kene Lcblanc had diixl ; and when he departed, 
Saw at his side onlv one of all his hundred descendants. 
Something at least there was in the friendly streets of the city. 
Something that spake to her heart, and made her no longer a strangiT 
And her ear was pleased with the Thee and Thou of the (iuakei-s, 
For it recalled the past, the old Acadian country. 



i 




\Vlivrc nil iiion tvcrc equal, uiiJ all were brotlierfl and sialeit!. 

S<i, when tlie fruitletts scnrch, tlio disa|)poinlcd endeavour, 

Kndcd, to I'l'coninioDcc no mure ii|H)n cnrth, imcoiuplainitig, 

Tliitlier, OS Iwivi's tn tlu' liglil. were tuiiicd Iioi' llmugjits and her foofetep* 

As from n nioniilniii'M top tlie rniny niisis of the morning 

Koll nivnv. nnJ nfiir »c bt-Iiold tliL- InnJscnpe k-lo«- ,m, 
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Sun-illuniiiiedy wiili 8liiiiiii;^ rivi'i-s uiid cities and lianilots. 

So fell the mists from lier mind, and she saw tlio world far helow h<T, 

Dark no longer, hut all illumined with love ; and the; pathway 

Whicli she had climhed so far, Iving smooth and fair in the distanrc 

Gabriel was not forgotten. Within her heart was his image, 

Clothed in the beauty of love and youth, as last she beheld hiui, 

Only more beautiful matle by his deathlike siKnce and ahsenee. 

Into her thoughts of him time entered not, for it was not. 

Over him yeai'S had no power ; he was not changed, but transtigurcMl ; 

He had become to her heart as one who is dead, and not absent ; 

Patience and abnegation of si*ii', and devotion to others, 

This was the lesson a life of trial and 8ori*ow had taught her. 

So WAS her love diffused, but, like to some odorous spices, 

Suffered no waste nor loss, though filling the air with aroma. 

Other hope had she none, nor wish in life, but to follow 

Meekly, with reverent steps, the sacred feet of her Savioui-. 

Thus many years she lived as a Sister of Mercy ; frequenting 

Lonely and wretched roofs in the crowded lanes of the city, 

Where distress and want concealed themselves fmm the sunlight, 

Where disease and sonx)w in garrets languished neglected. 

Night after night, when the world was a-sleep, a-* the watchman repeated 

TiOud, tlirough the gusty streets, that all was well in the city, 

High at some lonely window he saw the light of her taiM»r. 

Day after day, in the gray of tlie dawn, as slt»w through the suburbs 

l^loilded the German farnier, witli flowers and fruits for the market. 

Met he that meek, pale face, returning home from its watchinus. 

Then it came to pass that a pestilence fell on tlie city, 
Presaged by wondrous signs, and mostly by flocks of wild pigeons, 
Darkening the sun in their flight, with nought in their craws but an acorn, 
And, a« the tides of the sea arise in the month of September, 
Floo<ling S(mie silver stream, till it spreads to a lake in the meadow. 
So death flooded life, and, o'ei-flowing its natural margin, 
Spread to a brackish lake, the silver stream of CAisteiice. 
Wealth had no power to bribe, nor beauty to charm, the ()|»pri's<or ; 
Hut all ))erished alike beneath the scourge of his anger ; — 
Only, alas ! the poor, who had neither friends nor attendants, 
Crept away to die in thv almshouse, home of the homeless. 
Then in the suburbs it stood, in the midst of meadows and woodlands: — 
Now the city surrounds it ; but still, with its gateway and wicket 
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Meek, in tho in'nUt of splendaur, its liumMe walls ^eem to odio 
Softly tlie words of the Lord : — •' The jioor ye always have with you/' 
Thither, bv niijht and hv dav, canic the Sister of Mei'ev. The dyin*!: 
rx>oked up into her faee, and thoni;ht, indeed, in behold there 
Crleanis of celestial light encircle her forehead with splendor. 
Such as the artist paints o'ei* the bruws of saints and apostles. 
Or such as hann's bv nioht o'er a city seen at a distance. 
Unto their eyes it seemed the lamps of the city celestial, 
Into whose shininu; ixates ere lono- their spirits would enter. 

Thus, on a Sabbath morn, through the streets, deserted and silent, 
AVending her quiet way, she entered the door of the almshouse. 
Sweet on the summer air was the odor of Howims in tlie garden ; 
And slie paused on her way to gather the fairest among them. 
That the dying once more might rejoice in their fragrance and heauty. 
Then, as she mounted the stairs to the corritlors, cooled by the east wind. 
Distant and soft on her ear fell the chimes from the belfrv of Christ Church, 
AVhile, intcrmiuirled with these, across the meadows w^^re wafted 
Sounds of psalms, that weie sung by the Swedes in their cliurch at Wicaco. 
Soft as descending wings fell the calm of the hour on her spirit ; 
Something witliin her said, — '* At length thy trials are ended ;" 
And, with lioht in her looks, she entered the? chandlers of sickness. 
Noiselessly moved about the assiduous careful attendants, 
Moistening the feverish lip, and the aching brow, and in silence 
Closing the sightless eyes of the dead, and concealing their faces, 
WTiere on their pallets they lay, like drifts of snow by the road-side. 
Many a languid head, upraised as Evangeline entered. 
Turned on it.s pillow of pain to gaze while she passed, for her presence 
Fell on their hearts like a ray of the sun on the walls of a prison. 
And, as she looked around, she saw how Death, the consoler, 
Laying his hand upon many a heart, had healed it for ever. 
^lany familiar forms had disappeared in the inght-time ; 
Vacant their places were, or filled already by strangers. 

Suddenly, as if ariested by fear or a feeling of wonder. 
Still she stood, with her colorless lips apart, while a shudder 
Ran through her frame, and, forgotten, the flowerets dropped from her fingers. 
And from her eyes and cheeks the light and bloom of the morning. 
Then there escaped from her lips a cry of such terrible anguish, 
That the dying heard it, and stiu-ted up from their pillows. 




On iIk- |iuHi:I bcfuiv li 
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As if life, like the Hebrew, with blood had bespriukled ita portals. 

That the Angel of Death might see the sign, and pass over. 

Motionless, senseless, dving, he lay, and his spirit exhausted 

Seemed to be sinking down through infinite depths in the darknes?*. 

Darkness of slumber and death, for ever sinking and sinking. 

Then through those realms of shade, in miihiplied i-everberations. 

Heard he that cry of pain, and through the hush that succeeded 

Whispered a gentle voice, in accents tender and saint- like, 

** Gabriel ! O my beloved I " and died away into silence. 

Then he beheld, in a dream, once more the home of his childhood ; 

Green Acadian meadows, with sylvan rivers among them, 

Village, and mountain, and woodlands ; and, walking under their shadow. 

As in the days of her youth, Evangeline rose in his vision. 

Tears came into his eyes ; and as slowly he lifted his eyelids, 

Vanished the vision away, but Evangeline knelt by his bedside. 

Vainly he strove to whisper her name, for the accents unuttered 

Died on his lij>s, and their motion revealed what his tongue would have spoken. 

Vainly he strove to rise ; and Evangeline, kneeling beside him. 

Kissed bis dying lips, and laid his head on her bosom. 

Sweet was the light of his eyes ; but it suddenly sank into darkness, 

As when a lamp is blown out by a gust of wind at a casement. 

All was ended now, the hope, and the fear, and the sorrow, 
All the aching of heart, the restless unsatisfied longing. 
All the dull, deep pain, and constant anguish of patience ! 
And, as she pressed once more the lifeless head to her bosom, 
Meekly she bowed her own, and murmured, ** Father, I thank thee ! " 



Still stands the forest primeval ; but far away iVoiii its sliadow, 
Side by side, in tlieir namcleaa graves, the lovoi-s are sleeping. 
Under the humble walls of the little Catholic church-yard, 
In the heart of the city, they lie, unknown and unnoticed. 
Daily the tides of life go ebbing and flowing besidtj them, 
Thousands of throbbing hearts, where theirs are at rest and for ever, 
Thousands of aching brains, where th(^ii*s no longer arc busy, 
Thousands of toiling hands, where theirs have ceased from their labors, 
Thousands of weary feet, where theii-s have completed their journey I 

Still stands the forest primeval ; but under the shade of its branches 
Dwells another race, with other customs and language. 
Only along the shore of the mournful and misty Atlantic 
Linger a few Acadian peasants, whose fathers from exile 
Wandered back to their luitive land to die in it^ b<»soni. 
In the fisherman's cot the wheel and the loom are still busv ; 
Maidens still wear their Xorman caps and tlieir kirtU's of homespun. 
And by the evening tire repeat Evangeline's story. 
While from its rocky caverns the deep-voiced, neighbouring ocean 
Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest. 



THE SEASIDK AND THE FIRESIDE. 



DKDIC'ATJOX. 



As (me wlio. walking in tlic twilight gloom. 
Hoars round ahoiit liiin voices as it (laikciis, 

And seeing not the forms from which they come, 
Pauses from time to time, and turns and hearkens ; 



So walking: here in twili«>ht, O my friends ! 

1 hear your voices, softened hy the distance, 
And pause, and turn to listen, as each sends 

J lis words of friendship, comfort, and assistance. 

If any thought of mine, or >ung or tohl, 
lias ever given delight or consolation, 

Ve have repaid me hack a thousand f(>Id, 
Jiv every friendlv siirn antl salutation. 



Thanks for the sympathies that ye have shown ! 

Thanks for eaeli kindly word, each silent token, 
That teaches me, when seeming most alone. 

Friends are around us. though no word be spoken, 

Kind messages, that j)ass from land to land ; 

Kind letters, that betray the heart's deep history, 
In which we feel tlie j)ressure of a hand, — 

One touch of fire, — and all the rest is niysterv ! 



** ■ : 
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The pleasant bcx^, that silently among 

Oar household treosures take familiar placci*. 

And are to ua as if a living tongue 

Spake from the printed leaves or pictured fiaces ! 



Perhaps on earth I never shall behold. 

With eye of sense, your outward form and semblance ; 
Therefore to me ye never will grow old, 

But live for ever young in my remembrance. 

Never grow old, nor change, nor pass away ! 

Your gentle voices will flow on for ever, 
^lien lite grows bare and tarnished with decay, 

As through a leafless lAndKcajie flows a river. 

Not chance uf birth or place has made us friends, 
iWing oftentimes of different tongues and nations. 

But tlie endeavour for the selfsame ends, 

With the same hopes, and fears, and oftpirnttonfl. 

Therefore I hope to join your soo-side walk, 
Saddened, and mostly silent, with emotion : 

Not interrupting with intrusive talk 

The grand, majestic symphonies of ocean. 

TluM-eforc I hope, as no unwelcome guest, 

At your warm fireside, when the lamps are lighted. 

To have my place reserved among the i-est, 
Nor stand a^ one unsought and uninvited ! 




liY THE SEASII 



THE m'lM)IN(i OF TJIK SHIP, 

" UriM) nil! Btraighl. O woi-thy Mnoter! 

S(nmi(.-li tiTiJ strong, a p;(M>div vossri, 
Tl>nt. Himl) Imi^'h nl nil f]hmi-r. 

An,] «iil, wnv,- hikI ivJuiUiiiil (vrc^ttcV 



The niordmnr^ wonl 
D<-lii;ht.>.[ ilic Mi..-(.T hcnnl; 



BY THK SKASIIIIC. 

Fm lii» hwirt was in tiin wmk, iin.l llic ln-nrl 

flivoth grftMi unio every An, 

A quiet smilo played ruiiml liis li]>«, 

A» file eiiJien and dimjiliit of ttie Hitu 

Plaj round the bows of sliips. 

That atendily at anchor ride. 

Aid vt'nh A voice that was full of ^Ico. 

He answered, "Ere loiiff we will lauiioli 

A rcBsel osi goodlj, and strong, and Hlairiioli. 

As ever weathered a winlry sea ! " 

And iirst with nicest s-ktll aail art, 

Perfect and Siiishcd in crery part, 

A little model the Master wrought. 

Which should be to the larger plan 

What the child i» to the man. 

Its counterpart in niinlatore; 

That with a hand more swift and ^mv 

'Hie greater lahor might be brought 

To nijBwer lo his inward tliouglil. 

And aa he labored, hia mind run o'er 

Tho various ships that were built of yore, 

And above them all, and strangest of all 

Towered the Great Harry, crank and tall, 

WTiosc picture was hanging on the wnll. 

^^'ith hows and slom raised high in air, 

And balconies honing hero and there. 

And signal lanterns and flags afloat, 

And eight round towers, like those that frown 

From some old castle, looking down 

Upon the drawbridge and the moat. 

And ho said with a smile, " Our ship. 1 wis. 

Shall bo of another form than Ibis ! " 

It was of another form, indeed : 

Built for freight, and yet for speed, 

A beautifiil and gallant craft ; 

Brond in the beam, that the stress of the blast 

Pressing down upon nail and mast. 

Might not the sharp bows overwhelm ; 
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Broad in the beam, but sloping aft 
With graceful curve and slow degrees, 
That she might be docile to the lielnj, 
And that the currents of i)arted seas, 
Closing behind, with mighty force, 
Might aid and not impede her course. 

In the ship-yard stood the Master, 

With the model of the vessel. 
That should laugh at iiU disaster, 

And with wave and whirlwind wrestle I 

Covering nuiny a rood of ground, 

Lay the timber piled around ; 

Timber of chestimt, and elm, and oak, 

xVnd scattered here and there, with these, 

The knari-ed and crooked cedar knees ; 

Brought from regions far away. 

From Pascagoula's sunny bay, 

And the banks of the roaring Koanoke ! 

Ah ! what a wondrous thing it is 

To note how many wheels of toil 

One thought, one word, can set in motion! 

There's not a ship that sails the ocean. 

But every climate, every soil. 

Must bring its tribute, great or small. 

And help to build the wooden wall ! 

The sun was rising o'er tlie sea. 
And long the level shadows lay, 
As if they, too, the beams would be 
Of some great, airy argosy, 
Framed and launched in a single day. 
That silent architect, the sun. 
Had hewn and laid them every one, 
Ere the work of man was yet begun. 
Beside the Master, when he spoke, 
A youth, against an anchor leaning, 
Listened, to catch his slightest meaning. 
Oidy the long waves, im they broke 



BY TUT. SiiAf'lDK. 

lu I'ippk'B on ihe pcbltly lnuM'h, 
luternipted the old Tiian'a 8pecc;fa. 

BeMitiful they were, in swth, 
The old man wid the tipry youth! 
Tho old m«n, in whose busy bnwu 
Unny a ship thftt wiloil tho lualn 
WoH mi>dcUcid o'er untl o'er agoin ; 
The fioiy youth, who was to bo 
The heir of his dexterity, 
Thij heir t>f hia house, and Iilh daiigli 
When he had built and lauuehtii fi-oi 
Wlml the elder heod had planned. 

"Thus," Miid he, "will we biiild thin ship 

Lay square the blocks upon the »lip, 

And follow well litis plnn of mine. 

C'houfto the tinibers with greatest earn ; 

Of alt that is unmund beware ; 

Fur only what in BOuud and »truug 

To tills TuaBel shall belong. 

Cedar of Maine and Qeorgin pine 

Here together shall combine. 

A goodly frame, and a goodly fanic. 

And the Union be her name! 

For thi! day that gives her to the sou 

Shall give my daughter unto thee ! " 

Tlie Master's winyi 

Enraptured the young man licuid ; 

And as he turned his face aside. 

With a look of joy and a thrill of pride. 

Standing before 

Her iather'a door, 

He saw the form of hi>i promised bride. 

The sun shone on her golden hair, 

And her cheek was glowing fi'osh and fair 

With the breath of morn and Ihc soft sea 

Like a beauteous barge was she, 

Still at rest on Ihe sandy beaeh, 

Just beyond the billow's reach ; 
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' * • ' But he 

Was the restless, seething, stormy sea! 

: " Ah, how skilful grows the hand 

* That oheyeth Love's commanil ! 

. It is the heart and not the brain, 

That to the highest doth attain. 
And he who followeth Love's behest 
Far exceedeth all the rest ! 

Thus with the rising of the sun 
>(■ Was the noble task begun. 

And soon throughout the ship-yard's bounds 

Were heard the intemiingled sounds 

Of axes and of mallets, plied 

With vigorous arms on every side ; 

Plied so deftly and so well. 

That, ere the shadows of evening fell, 

The keel of oak for a noble ship. 

Scarfed and bolted, straight and strong, 

Was lying ready, and stretched along 

The blocks, well placed upon the slip. 

Happy, thrice happy, every one 

Who sees his labor well begun. 

And not perplexed and multiplied, 

By idly waiting for time and tide ! 

And when the hot, long day was o'er, 

The young man at the Master's door 

Sat with the maiden calm and still. 

And within the porch, a little more 

Removed beyond the evening chill, 

The father sat, and told them tales 

Of wrecks in the great September gales, 

Of pirates upon the Spanish Main, 

And ships that never came back again. 

The chance aiid change of a sailor's life, 

Want and plenty, rest and strife, 

His roving fancy, like the wind, 

That nothing can stay and nothing can bind, 



• •• 



rp 
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Ill rippU?H on the jjcbhlv beudi, 
Intemipted the ohl nian*s speech. 

Beautiful they were, in smooth. 

The old man and the tierv vouth! 

The old man, in whose busy hrnin 

Many a ship that mailed the main 

Was modelled o'er and oVr anrain;- 

The Hery youth, wlm was to Ik* 

The heir of his dexterity. 

The heir of his house, and his daughter'^ hand. 

When he had huilt and launched fmm land 

What the elder head had planned. 

" Thus," said he, '* will we huild this ship I 

Ijay squai'O the hlo<.*ks u]Kin the slip, 

And follow well this plan of mine. 

Choose the timbers with greatest care; 

Of all that is unsound beware ; 

For only what is sound and stiong 

To this v<»s8el shall belong. 

Cedar of Maine and Georgia pine 

Here together shall combine. 

A jroodlv frame, and a <xoodlv fame. 

And the L'nion be her name I 

For the day that givts her to the sea 

Shall give my daught<T unto thee ! " 

The blaster's word 

Knniptured the young man lieard ; 

And as he turned his face aside. 

With a look of joy and a thrill of ]U'ide, 

Standing l>eforo 

Her fatlH*r*s door, 

Jle saw the fomi of his pi-omisttl bride. 

The sun shone <in her golden hair. 

And her ch<K^k was glowing fiesh and fair. 

With the breath of morn and the soft sea-air. 

Like a beautcou** barge was she. 

Si ill at rest on the sandy l)eaeh, 

.lust Ix'vond the billow's reach; 
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But he 

Was the rostle^^vS, .seething, stormy sea I 

t " Ah, how skilful grows the hand 

'I'hat oheyeth Love's conimaiid ! 
It is the heart and not the hrain. 
That to the liighest doth attain, 
And he who followeth Love's behest 
Far exeeedeth all the rest ! 

Thus with the rising of the sun 

Was the noble tiisk begun, 

And soon tlii-oughout the ship-yard's bounds 

Were heard the intermingled sounds 

Of axes and of mallets, plied 

With vigorous arms on every side ; 

Plied so deftlv and so well, 

That, ere the shadows of evening fell, 

The keel of oak for a noble ship, 

Scarfed and bolted, straight and strong, 

A\'as lying ready, and stretched along 

The blocks, well placed upon the slip. 

Happy, thrice happy, every one 

Who sees his labor well begun, 

And not perplexed and multiplied, 

13y idly waiting for time and tide ! 

And when the hot, long day was o'er, 

The younff man at the Mastei^'s door 

Sat with the maiden calm and still. 

And within the porch, a little more 

Removed beyond the evening chill, 

The father sat, and told them tales 

Of wrecks in the great September gales, 

Of pirates upon the Spanish Main, 

And ships that never came back again, 

The chance and change of a sailor's life, 

Want and plenty, rest and strife, 

His roving fancy, like the wind, 

That nothing can stay and notliing can bind, 
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ShrouiU mid Atnjs 
Holding it tinu ami fant ! 

Long ago, 

In the deor-hnunted forests of Mniius 

^\llen upon mountain and ])la)n 

Lay the snow. 

They fell, — those lordly pines I 

Those grand, majestic pines! 

'Mid shouts and cheers 

The jaded steel's. 

Panting beneath the goad, 

Dragge<l down the weary, winding i^oml 

Those captive kings so straight and tnll. 

To be shorn of their streaming hair, 

And, naked and bare, 

To feel the stress and the strain 

Of the wind and the reeling main, 

Whose roar 

Would remind them for evermore 

Of their native foi-este they should not see again. 

And everywhere 

The slondor, grncoful spars 

Pois<' nl(>ft in the air. 

And at the mast lu'ad. 

White, blu«». and red, 

A flag unrolls the stripes an<l stars. 

Ah I when the wanderer, lonely, friendless, 

In foivign harbours shall behold 

That flag unrolled, 

'Twill be as a fiiendly hand 

Stretched out from his native land, 

Fillinir his heart with memories swoct and en<ll«'>,s I 

All is finish<Ml ! and at lenirth 

Has como the bri«l:)l dav 

Of beauty nnd of streni;fli. 

T«»-dav the vessel shall be Inunehed ! 

With fleecy clouds the skv is blan<'lied. 

An<l (MM- tin* bay. 
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Slowlj, ill all his splenJoi-s digbt, 

The great sun risos to behold the night. 

The ocean old, 

Centuries old. 

Strong as youth, and as uneontrollod. 

Paces restless to and fro, 

Up and down the sands of gold. 

His l>eating heart is not at rest ; 

And far and wide. 

With ceaseless How, 

His beard of snow 

Heaves with the heaving of his breast. 

He waits impatient for his bride. 

There she stands, 

With her foot upon the sands. 

Decked with fla^s and streamers gay, 

In honor of h<T marriage day. 

Her snow-white signals fluttering, blending, 

Kound her like a veil descending, 

Readv to bo 

The bride of the jrrnv, old sra. 

On the deck anotbor bride 
Is standinff bv her lover's side. 
Shadows fiom the Hags and shrouds, 
Like the shadows cast by clouds, 
Broken bv manv a sunny fleck. 
Fall around thoni on the deck. 

The prayer is said. 

The sen-ice read. 

The joyous bridegroom bows his head; 

And in tears the good old Master 

Shakes the brown hand of his son, 

Kisses his daughter's glowing cheek 

In silence, for he cannot speak, 

And ever faster 

Down his own the teal's begin to run. 

The worthy pastor — 

n H 
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The shcphen] of that waiidenng tliH^k, 

That has the oeean for its wold, 

lliat has the vessel foi- its fold, 

leaping ever fi-oni rofk to r<M'k — 

Spake, with accents mild and clear. 

Words of warning, words of cheer. 

But tedious to the bridegroom's ear. 

He knew the chart 

Of the sailor's heart. 

All its pleasures an<l its griefs. 

All its shallows and rocky nyoUj 

All those secixit currents, that tlow 

With such resistless undertow. 

And lift and drift, with tenible force. 

The will fi-om its moorings and its course. 

Then^fore he spake, and thus said he: — 

*• Like unto ships far (»tf at sea. 

Outward or homeward l>ound, are we. 

Before, behind, and all around. 

Floats and swings the horizon's bound. 

Seems at its distant rim to rise 

And clind) tlic crvstal wall of the skios. 

And tlicFi again to turn an<l sink. 

As if wt^ could slide from its out<T brink. 

All I it is not the sea. 

It is not the sea that sinks and shelves, 

But oui*solves 

That rock and rise 

With endless and uneasy motion. 

Now touching the very skies. 

Now sinking into the depths of ocean. 

Ah I if our souls but |)oise and swing 

Like the compass in its brazen ring. 

Ever level and evei- tnic 

To the toil and the task we have to do. 

We shall sail securely, and safely reach 

The Fortunate Isles, on whose shining beach 

'J'he sights we see, and the sounds we heai". 

Will be those of joy and not of fear ! '' 



\ 
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Then the Master, 

With a gesture of comniaiiJ, 

Waved his hand ; 

And at the word, 

Loud and sudden there was lioard, 

All around them and helow. 

The sound of hannner.-*, blow on blow. 

Knocking away the ishores and spurs. 

And see ! she stirs ! 

She starts, — she moves, — she socms to ll<.l 

The thrill of life along her keel, 

And, spurning with her foot the ground. 

With one exulting, joyous bound. 

She leaps into the ocean's arms ! 

And lo I from the assembled crowd 

There rose a shout, prolonged and loud. 

That to the ocean seemed to sav, — 

" Take her, O bridegroom, old and gray, 

Take her to tliy protecting arms. 

With all her youth and all her charms ! " 

How beautiful she is ! How fair 

She lies within those arms, that pros 

Her form within mixuy a soft caress 

Of tenderness and watchful care I 

Sail forth into the sea, O ship ! 

T'hrough wind and wave, right onward steer I 

The moistened eye, the trembling lip, 

Are not the signs of doubt or fear. 

Sail forth into the sea of life, 
O gentle, loving, trusting wife. 
And safe from all adversitv 
Upon tlie lx)som of that sea 
Thy comings and thy goings be I 
l*'or gentleness and love and trust 
Prevail o'er anj^rv wave and jjust ; 
And in the wreck of noble lives 
Something immoilal still survives I 



BY THE SEASIDE. 

Thou. loo. aajl OD, O Sliip of Stole ! 

Sail on, O LTniom, strong aud great! 

Humanity wiih all its fears, 

Witli all the hopes of future jears. 

Is hatigiug breathleaa on thy fate ! 

We know what Mastiir laid thy keel, 

What Workuien wrought thy ribs of steel. 

Who niailu imch mast, anil anil, ajid rope, 

What unvils rung, what liammei-s best, 

III tvliut a forge ami what a heat 

Weiu shaped the auchors of thy hope ! 

Vfur not each sudden sound and shock. 

'Tia of l!io wave and not the rock ; 

'Tis but tiie flapping of the Bail, 

And not a I'ent made by (he galu ! 

Iti spite of rock and tempest's roai*. 

In apito of false lighbi on the shore, 

Soil on. nor fear to brcoat the eoa ! 

Our heai-ts. our liopctt, ore all with th<.v. 

Our hearts, our hopes, oui' prayers, our teal's, 

Our faith triumphant o'er our fears. 

Are nil with thee.— nn? all with thee! 




I 




THE EVENING STAK. 



JfxT above you sandy bar, 

As the day grows fainter and diuiinc 
Lonely and lovely, a single star 

Lights the air widi a dusky glimtuei' 

Into the ocean faint and far 

Falls the trail of its golden splendor. 
And the gleam of that ninglc star 

Is ever refulgent, soft, and tender. 
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Chrysaor rising out of the sea, 

Showed thus glorious and thus emulous, 

Leaving the arms of Callinhoe, 

For over tender, soft, and tremulous. 

Thus o'er the ocean faint and fai' 

Trailed the gleam of his falchion brightly : 

Is it a God, or is it a star 

That, entranced, I gaze on nightly ! 



THE SECRET OF THE SEA. 

An ! what pleasant visions haunt me 

As I gaze upon the sea ! 
All the old i*omantic legends. 

All my dreams, come hack to me. 

Sails of silk and ropes of sendid. 
Such as gleam in ancient lore ; 

And the singing of the sailors. 
And the answer from the shoi-e ! 

Most of all, the Spanish ballad 
Haunts me oft, and tarries long, 

Of the noble Count Arnaldos 
And the sailor's mystic song. 

Like the long waves on a sea-beach. 
Where the sand as silver shines, 

AVith a soft, monotonous eadence, 
Flow its unrhvmed Ivrie lines ; — 
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Telling how the Count Arnaldos. 

With his hawk upon his hand, 
Saw a fiiir and stately galley. 

Steering onward to the land ; — 

How he heard the aneicnt helm^niun 
Cliant a song so wild and clear, 

That the sailing sea-biixl slowly 
Poised upon the mast to hoar, 

Till his soul was full of longing, 

And he cried, with impulse strong, — 

*' Hehusman ! for the love of heaven. 
Teach me, too, tliat wondroua noiig ! '' 

'* Wouldst thou," — so the helmsman answeivd 
"Learn the secret of the sea? 

Only those who brave its dangers 
Comprehend its mystery!" 

In each sail tliat skims the horizon, 
In each landward-blowing breeze, 

I behold that stately galley. 
Hear those mournful melodies ; 

Till my soid is full of longing 

For the secret of the sea. 
And the heart of the great ocean 

Sends a thrilling pulse through nie. 




TiiK twilight is sad and clouilv, 
Tlie wind blows wild find iive, 

And like the nriii};;^ uf sea-birds 
Fbiah Ihe while enpa of ibe sen. 



Itiit 



the fijiherm ail's cottago 
Tberu ehinee a ruddier light. 
tid (I liltlc face at the window 
Peers out intii tlip night. 



Close, close it is pressed to tlie y 
As if those childish cjfes 

Were lotikiiig inti) tbc darkneas, 
To SCO fome fomi arise. 
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A]id ft woman's waving shadow 
. Is passing to and fro, 
Now rinog to ihe ceiling, 

Now boinng and bending low. 

What tale do the roaring ocean, 
And the night- wind, bleak and wild. 

Ajb thej beat at the crazy casement, 
Tdl to that little child? 

And why do the roaring ocean, 

And the night- wind, wild and bleak, 

As they beat at the heart of the mother, 
DriTe the color from her cheek? 



SIR HUMPHREY GILBERT.* 

SouTHWABD with fleet of ice 

Suled the corsair Death; 
Wild and fast blew the blast, 

And the cast-wind was his breath. 

Hb lordly ships of ice 

Glistened in the sun ; 
On each side, like pennons wide, 

Flashing crystal »trcamlets run. 



* "When the wind ahated and the vessels wore near enougli, the Admiral war 
seen constantly sitting in tlie stem, with a book in his hand. On the 9th of 
September he was seen for the last time, and was heard by the i>eople of the Hind 
to say, 'We are as near heaven by sea as by land.' In the following night, the 
lightB of the ship suddenly disappeared. The people in the other vessel kept a 
good look-out for him during the remainder of the voyage. On the 22d of Septem- 
ber they arrived, through much tempest and peril, at Falmouth. But nothing more 
was seen or heard of the Admiral." — Brt.kvap'r Amfrlcnn Biography, i. 20.S, 
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His sails of wliito ;sca-inist 

Dri]>])od wiili .silver rain ; 
Hilt where ho jmssed theiv were ea>t 

I^'Utlen shadows o'er the main. 

EiV^lward from Campobcllo 

Sir llumj>hrev Gilbert sailed; 
Tliree day:* or more seaward he hon*, 

Tlien, alas ! the land-wind failed. 

Alas I the land-wind faile<l. 

And iee-eold o^rew the nitrht ; 
And never more, on sea or ^hore, 

Should Sir Ifumnlu-ev see the liirht. 

He Silt njMjn the deek. 

The HiMjk was in his hand ; 
" Do not fear I Heaven is a> near.'' 

He said, ** hv water as bv land I " 

In the first watch of the ni^^ht, 

Without a signal's sound, 
Out of the .sea, mvsterionslv. 

The fleet of Death rose all around. 

The moon and the evenin*; star 

Were hanghig in the .shrouds ; 
Kvery mast, as it |»a.ssi'd, 

Seemed to rake the i)a.ssing clouds. 

They grajjpled with their prize, 

At midnight black and cold ! 
As of a roek was the shock ; 

Heavily the ground-swell rolled. 

Southward throut^h day and dark. 

They drift in clo.se embrace, 
With mist and rain, to the Sj>anish Main ; 

Yet there seems no change of place. 

Southward, for ever .southward, 

They drift through dark an<l ilay ; 
And like a dream, in the Gulf-Stream 

Sinking, vanish all away. 

I I 




Till-: i.iuiriiiuLsK. 

'i'iiK n«-kj iclye v«iia f.ir intii tlie m.-ii. 

And on its outer gioiiit, nvmo mill's iiwuv, 
Tim liiglitlioikMt lifts itH luaHNivc iiiusuiirj-, 

A |iillnr uf lilt' by "ight, uf cluud by Uiiy, 



KVL'II lit tlliit llJpitlllKX- 1 VUll wo tllU lidl'K, 

L*|ilii'uviM^, breuk iiiihi'iiiil iilmifr itn Iiuho, 
A sptix'liti-srt wi'iiili. timt risi'i! mid »ub»idi,-s 
III ilio u'lijto lij) uml IrfiiKir uf the fiux-. 

And lu. ilie uvfiiinj; .Invkuii*. lo I Iw hriglit, 
Tlmmgli 111.' <Wp piiT|.U' ..ftliu twi]i;ri,t „ir. 

.rii-niii9 f'Tlli llio stidiloii raiWnna- of iti. light 
Witli MMiiitre. iiiiriiiilily s].!i-iid..r ii> h^ -lur 
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Not one alone ; from each projecting cape 

And perilous reef along the ocean's verge, 
Starts into life a dim, gigantic shape. 

Holding its lantern o'er the restless surge. 

Like the great giant Cluistophcr it stands 

Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave, 
Wading far out among the rocks and sands, 

The night-o'ertaken mnrinor to save. 

And the great ships sail outward and retuni. 
Bending and bowing o'er the billowy swells. 

And ever joyful, as they see it burn. 

They wave thoir silent welcomes and farewells. 

They come forth from the darkness, and their sails 

Gleam for a moment only in the blaze. 
And eager faces, as the light unveils. 

Gaze at the tower, and vanish while they gaze. 

The mariner remembei*s when a child. 

On his first voyage, he saw it fade and sink ; 

And when, returning from adventures wild, 
ire saw it rise again oVr ocenn's brink. 

Steadfivst, sorene, immovabIj'» the sanio 

Year after year, through all the silent night 

Bums on for evermore that quenchless flame*. 
Shines on that inextinguishable light I 

It sees the ocean to its bosom clasp 

The rocks and sea-sand with the kiss of peace ; 

It sees the wild winds lift it in their grasp. 
And hold it up, and shake it like a fleece. 

The staii;l(»d waves leap over it ; iho storm 
Smites it with all the scourges of the min. 

And steadily against its solid form 

Press the great shoulders of the hurricane. 
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TIio M.'a-bii'il wheel inpf round it, with the din 
Of wings and winds and Aolitary cries, 

Blinde<l and niaildened by the light within, 
Dushcs himself against the ghire, and dies. 

A new Prumetheus, chniiied upon the rock, 
Still grasping in his hand the fire of Jove, 

It does not hear the crv, nor heed the shock. 
But hails the mariner with words of love. 

" Sail on ! " it says, ** sail on, ye stately ships ! 

And with 30ur floating bridge the oo<»aii span ; 
Be mine to guard this light from all eclipst*. 

Be yours to bring man ncaivr unto man I " 



THE FIRE OF DKIFT-WOOD. 

We sat within the farm-house old. 
Whose windows, looking o'er the bav. 

Gave to the sea-breeze, damp and eoM, 
An easy entrance, night and day. 

Not far away we saw the port, — 

The strange, old-fashioned, silent town, — 

The lighthouse. — the dismantled fort, — 
The wooden houses, quaint and brown. 

We sat and talked until the night. 
Descending, filled the little room ; 

Our faces faded from the sight, 
Our voices onlv broke the doom. 

We spake of many a vanished scene, 
Of what we once had thought and said. 

Of what had been, and might have been, 
Aiul who was changed, and who was dead ; 



THE FIRE OK DKIFT-WOOD. 2r 

And all that fills tlie lioarts of fiiomls, 
^^^len first they feel, with secret pain, 

Their lives thenceforth have separate ends. 
And never can he one again ; 

The first slight swerving of the heait, 

That words are powerless to express, 
And leave it still unsaid in part. 

Or say it in too great excess. 

The very tones in which we spake 

Had something strange, I could hut niark ; 

The leaves of memory seemed to make 
A mournful rustling in the dark. 

Oft <lied the words upon our lips. 

As suddeidy, from out the Hre 
j$uilt of the wreck of stranded ships, 

The flames would leap and then ex|)ire. 

And, as their sjilendor fliiahed and failed, 
We thought of wrecks upon the main, — 

Of ships dismasted, that were hailed 
And sent no answer hack auain. 

The windows, rattling in their frames, — 

The ocean, roaring up the heach, — 
The gusty hlast, — the hickering flames, — 

All mingled vaguely in our speech ; 

Until th(»y made themselves a part 

Of fancies floating throufjh the hrain, — 

The long-lost ventures of the heart. 
That send no answer back again. 

O flames that glowed ! O hearts that yeanied ! 

They were indeed too much akin. 
The drift-wood fire without that burned, 

The thoughts that burned and glowed within. 




BY THK FIUESIliE. 



IlESTGXATIOX. 

TiiBWt IB no flock, liowcTcr wniclioil and tcnilpil. 

But one dead lamb in tlici'c ! 
Tliorc is no fircsiilc, Iiohtmjp'cv di-fendt^, 

But htin onp vn™nt clinir ! 



Thp nir in full of faron-cllx to llic d 
And mouminf;^ for the dead: 

Tlio lienrt of Rnrtiel. for her chitdrc 
Will not be eotufortal ! 
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I-iC't us be patient ! These severe afflictions 

Not from the ground aiise, 
But oftentimes celestial benedictions 

Assume this daik disguise. 

^Xe see but dimly through the mists and vapors. 

Amid these earthly damps ; 
What seem to us but sad, funereal tapers, 

May be heaven's distant lamps. 

There is no Death ! What seems so is transition ; 

This life of mortal breath 
Is but a suburb of the life ely.^ian, 

\Miose portal we call death. 

She is not dead, — the child of our atfection, — 

But gone unto that school 
Where she no longer needs nur poor protection. 

And Christ himself doth rule. 

In that great cloister's stillness and seclusion. 

By guardian angels led, 
JSafe from temptation, sate from sin's pollution, 

She lives, whom we call dead. 

Day after day we think what she is doing 

In those briirht realms of air ; 
Year after year, her tender steps pui-suing, 

Behold her j^rown more fair. 

Thus do we walk with her, and keep mibroken 

The bond which nature gives, 
Thinking that our remembrance, though unspoken, 

Mav reach her where she lives. 



Not jis a child shall we again behold her; 

For when with raptures wild 
In our embraces we again enfold her, 

She will not be a child ; 



aw BY THE FIRESIDE. 

But a fair maiden, in her Father'^ nianBion, 

Clothed with celestial grace ; 
And beautiful . with all the soulV eximnsion 

Shall we behold her face. 

And though at times impetuous with emotion 

And anguish long suppi-essod, 
The swelling heai-t heaves moaning like the ocean, 

That cannot \ye at ivt*t, — 






Wc will be patient, and assuage the feeling . 

We may not wholly stay; 
Hy silence sanctifying, not concealing. 

The grief that must have way. 



THE BUILDERS. 

All are aivhitects of Fate, 

Working in these walls of Time ; 

Some with massive deeds and great. 
Some with ornaments of rhyme. 

Nothing uselciss is, or low : 

Each thing in its [>lace is best ; 

And what seems but idle show 

Strengthens and supports the rest. 

For the structure that we raise. 

Time is with materials tiliecl ; 
Our to-days and yesterdays 

Are the blocks with which we build. 

• 

Truly shape and fashion these ; 

Ix^ave no yawning gaps between ; 
Think not, because no man sees, 

Such things will remain miseen. 

In the elder days of Art, 

Buildci*8 >vrought with greatest care 
Each minute and unseen part ; 

For the Gods see everywhere. 
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Ijct us do our work as well, 

Both the unseen and the seen ; 
Make the house, where Gods may dwell, 

Beautiful, entire, and clean. 

Klse our lives are incoinpli'te, 

Standing in these walls of Time, 
Broken stairways, where the feet 

Stumble as they seek to climb. 

Build to-day, then, strong and sure. 

With a tirm and ample base ; 
And iiscending and secure 

Shall to-morrow find its place. 

Thus alone can we attain 

To those tinrets, where the eve 
Sees tlie world as one vast plain, 

And one boundless reach of skv. 



SONNET 

ON MH^ KKMBI.K's REAI)IN<;s KRoM sMaKSFEA UK 

O I'll Kc 10 US evenings I all too swiftly sped ! 

lA'aving us heirs to amplest heritages 

Of all the best thoughts of the greatest sages, 

And giving tongues unto the silent deatl ! 

How our hearts glowed and trembled as she read, 

Interpreting by tones the wondrous pages 

Of the great poet who foreruns the ages, 

Anticipating all that shall be said ! 

O happy Reader ! having for thy text 

The magic book, whose Sibylline leaves have caught 

The rarest essence of all human thought ! 

O happy Poet ! by no critic vext ! 

IIow must thy listening spirit now rejoice 

To be interpreted by such a voice ! 



K K 




SAND or THE DESERT IN .\N HOl'K-GLASS. 

A UANDFi'L of red saiiJ, from Uic hut clinic 

Of Amb doserta brought, 
Within lliis glass becunies the spv uf Tinii\ 

Tlic niinisti'i' of Thought. 



IIiiw many weary centuries haa if been 

Aliout those di<!>L'rta lilown ! 
Ucnv many xlraiifro viciHsitiidcs lias seen. 

IIuv innny bistoiicA known ! 

l\Th,i|.9 the tumels of the: lalmiaelito 
Tmrnjilvd and posEcil it o'er. 

When iniii E;!y|it fwin tlie piitriaivh'B sifihi 
lliK fiivorili! sun ihey huie. 









. \ 

SAND IN AN HOUR-GLASS. '2.^:^ 

IVrlmjKs the foot of Moses, burnt and bare, 

Cnislied it iK'iicatli tlicir trcatl ; 
Or IMinraol/s tlusluno- wlieols into the air 

Scattered it as they sj)e(l : 

Or Marv, with the Christ of Nazareth 

Held close in her caress. 
Whose |)ili^riniage of hope and lov(^ and faith 

Ilhinied the wilderness ; 

Oi- anchoritrs hcneath Enixaddi's palms 

Pacin;!^ the Dead Sea beach, 
And .^iriL^inn slow their old Anncnian psdnis 

In half-articulate speech : 

< h caravans, that from l^assora's i,^at«' 

With westward ste]>s depart ; 

< >i Mecca's pil<riinis, confident of I'at.'. 

And resolute in heart ; 

1'hese have ])a,ssed over it, or may have pas.scd I 

Xow in this crvstal towci' 
Imprisoned by some curious hand at last, 

It counts the passing hour. 

And as I gaze, these narrow walls exjuind : — 

Before niv divamv eve 
Stretches the desert with its shiftini^ sand. 

Its unimpeded sky. 

And borne aloft by the sustaining blast, 

This little golden thread 
Dilates into a column high and vast, 

A form of fear and dread. 

And onward, and across the setting sun, 

Across the boundless plain, 
The column and its broader shadow run, 

Till thought pursues in vain. 

The vision vanishes ! These walls again 

Shut out the lurid sun. 
Shut out the hot, immeasurable plain ; 

The half-hour's sand is run ! 




I 



BIRDS OF PASSAOK. 


BlACk shadow* full 




From tlic lindeiiB tnll 




lliBt lift aloft llicii nij 


ifwiit nail 


Agnmit till, soutlKrii 


Al , 


And from the renlnii 




Of the "iindonj dm-t 




V tiilf like darkiie-s <n 


c.«h,ltm 


The fields that roiiru 
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But the night is fair, 
And everywhere 

A warm, soft vapor fills the air. 
And distant sounds seem near ; 

And above, in the light 
Of the star-lit night, 
Swift birds of passage wing their flight 
Through the dewy atniosphero. 

I hear tlie beat 
( >f tlieir pillions fleet, 
As from the land of snow and sleet 
Thev seek a southern lea. 

I hear the cry 
Of their voices high 
Falling dreamily through the sky, 
But their forms I cannot see. 

O, say not so ! 
Those sounds that flow 
In murmurs of delight and woe 
Come not from winijs of birds. 

Thev are the throne's 
Of the poet's songs, 

Murmurs of pleasures, and pains, and wrongs, 
The sound of winged words. 

This is the cry 
Of souls, that high 
On toiling, beating pinions fly, 
Seeking a warmer clime. 

From their distant flight 
Through realms of light 
It falls into our world of night, 

With the murmuring Bound of rhyme. 




THE OPEN WINDOW. 



The oM house b; Ihe lindens 
Stood Bilent in the Hlindo. 

\nd ou tKe gnivcllcd pulhn'ay 
The light aud shndoir plujed. 

I saw the nurscrj windows 

Wide op<;n to the nir; 
But the fiLC(^ of Ihe cUildrtu, 

Thcj wore no longer 1\u-rc. 

Tlin Inrge Newfouadluud hoasu-duj; 

rt'as standing by the door ; 
He looked for his litllc ])1nvni»ti'S. 

Who would reluni 1,0 laon: 



1'hej walked not under Ihe lindens. 
The; pinned not in the hall; 

Hut shadow, and silence, nnd 3udnc»«, 
Were hnnging over all. 

Tlic binis sang iu the brnnclies, 
With sweet, familiur tone ; 

lint, the voices of the children 
Will be hciird in ilreanis alone ! 

And the 1)0; that wnlked beside me. 

He could not understand 
Why closer in mine, ah ! closer, 

I [iressed his warui. soft hand ! 




PEGASUS IK POUND. 



Jncr iiitu n quiet villngo 

Without tiflMto and witliuut ln.H.>il, 
I. ll.e iiM^;i i.riuK- of i.iwi.ii.jv. 

Slmvtil tlic [HH'l's «iiigiil slcoi. 






SS6 BT THE FJEBSIDE. 

It was Autunm, and inoeasaut 

Piped tho quails from shockB and shelves; 
And, liko liTiiig coats, the apples 

Burned among the withering leaves. 



Loud the clamorous bell was ringing 
From its belfry gaunt and grim ; 

'Twas tlie daily call to labor, 
Not a triumph meant for him. 



I$^ot the IcHS he saw the landscape, 
In its gleaming vapor veiled; 

Not the less he breathed the odors 
That the dying leaves exhaled. 



Thus, upon the village common, 
By the school -boys he was found ; 

And the wise men, in their wisdom, 
Put him straightway into pound. 



Then the sombre village crier, 
Ringing loud his brazen bell. 

Wandered down the street proclaiming 
There was an estray to sell. 



And the curious country people. 
Rich and poor, and young and ohi, 

Cnnie in haste to sec this wondrous 
Wingt'd steed, with mane of gold. 



Thus the day passed, and the evening 
Fell, with vapors cold and dim ; 

But it bi'ought no food nor sheltor, 
Brouglit no straw nor stall, for him. 



f 
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Patiently, niul still expectant, 

liOoked he through the wooden hars, 
Saw the moon rise o'er the landscape, 

Saw the tranquil, patient stai-s ; 

Till at length the bell at midnight 

Sounded from its dark abode, 
.Vnd, from out a neighbouring farm -yard, 

Loud the cock Alectryon crowed. 

Then, with nostrds wide distended. 

Breaking from his iron chain, 
And unfolding far his pinions, 

To those stars he soared again. 

( )n the morrow, wlien the villaijo 

Woke to all its toil and care, 
Lo ! the strange steed had departed, 

And they knew not when nor where. 

Hut they found, upon the greensward 

Where his stniggling hoofs had trod, 
Pure and bright, a fountain flowing 

From the hoof-marks in the sod. 



From that hour, the fount unfailing 
Gladdens the whole region round, 

Strengthening all who drink its waters, 
\Miilc it soothes them with its sound. 



I. L 




(lASI'AR HKCFItHA. 



By hi»< wiiiriK fire flic nrtiFit 
J'nnJi'rcil n'er liis secret slininc ; 

Iliiffled, wcnry, and dislienrteiicd. 

Still lie imised, and drenmoil of fimc. 



'Tuns nn imaRe of tlip Virgin 

Tliat tinil tasked liis utmost skill : 
But aln*I his fair iilcnl 
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From a distant Eastern island 

Had the precious wood been brought ; 

Day and night the anxious master 
At his toil untiring wrought ; 

Till, discouraged and desponding, 

Sat he now in shadows deej), 
And the day's liumiliation 

Found oblivion in sleep. 

Then a voice cried, '* Kise, O master ! 

From the burning brand of oak 
Shape the thouglit that stire witliin thee ! '' 

And the startled artist woke, — 

Woke, and from the smoking embers 
Seized and quenched the glowing wood ; 

And therefrom he carved an image, 
And he saw that it was good. 

O thou sculptor, painter, poet ! 

Take this lesson to thy heait: 
That is best which lieth nearest ; 

Shape fiom that thy work of art. 
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KING WITLAF'S DRINKING-HORN. 



Wm-AF, a king of the Saxons, 
Ere ;et bis loat be breathed. 

To tbe meiTj monks of Crojiand 
His diinkiug-bom bequeathed, — 



KING WITLAF'S DBIKKING-UOKN. 

That, whenever tbej snt at their revels. 
And drank from the golden bowl, 

Thcj might remember the donor. 
And breathe a prajer for bis soul. 




So sat tbcy once at Chriatmaa, 
And bade the goblet pass; 

In their beards the red wine glistened 
Like dew-drops in the grass. 




KIXG W1TLAF*S DRINKING-HORN. 



"tt'iTLAP, a king of the Sniona, 
Ere yet hia lost he bi'cathcU, 

To tlic nicny moiika of Ci'oylanil 
His tlriiikiiig-honi bcqucathod, — 



KINO WITLAF'S DRIKKING-HORN. 

That, whenever thcj sat at their rcvela, 
And draok from the golden bowl, 

They might remember the donor, 
And breathe a prajer for his aou). 




So M, thej once at Cbnstmas, 
And bade the goblet pass , 

In thciT beards the red wmc glistened 
Like dew-drops in the gnus 
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They drank to the soul of Witlaf, 
They drank to Christ the Lord, 

And to eadi of the Twelve Apostles, 
Who had preached hb holy ¥rord. 

They drank to the Saints and Mai-tyrs 
Of the dismal days of yore. 

And as soon as the horn was empty 
They remenihered one Saint more. 

And the reader droned fix)m the pulpit, 
Like the murmur of many bees, 

The legend of good Saint Guthlac, 
And Saint Basil's homilies; 

^ Till the great bells of tlie convent. 

From their prison in the tower, 
Guthlac and Bartholomasus, 
Proclaimed the midnight hour. 

And the Yule-log cracked in the chimney, 
And the Abbot bowed his head, 

And Uie flamelcts flapped and flickered, 
But the Abbot was stark and dead. 

Yet still in his pallid Angers 
He clutched the golden bowl. 

In which, like a pearl dissolving, 
Had sunk and dissolved his soul. 

But not for this their revels 

The jovial monks forbore, 
For thoy cried, ** Fill high tlie goblet ! 

We must (li-ink to one Saint more I " 




TRGNKRS DltAPA. 



1 HEABD a voice, that cried, 

" Daldcr the Beautiful 

Is deflJ, in dead ! " 

And tlirough the misty air 

Passed like the nmumful en- 

Of piinn-nrd finilinK cranes. 



I fiatr the pallid coqwc 
Of the (lead Bun 
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Borno through tlie Northern sky. ^ '^ ' - A 

Blasts from Niffelhcim A 

Lifted the sheeted mists • • '*m 

Aromid him as he passed. " - - ; 

:■ 
And the roioe for ever cric<l, 

*< Balder the Beautiful < 

Is dead, is dead!" 
And died awav 
Through the dreary niglit, 
III accents of despair. 

Balder the Beautiful, 
God of the summer sun, 
Fairest of all the Oods ! 
Light from his forehead heamed* 
Runes were upon his tongue, 
As on the warrior's sword. 

All things in earth and air 
Bound were hy magic spell 
Never to do him harm; 
Even the plants and Btoncs; 
All save the mistletoe, 
The sacred mistletoe ! 

Hoeder, the blind old God, 
Whose feet are shod with silence. 
Pierced through that gentle breast 
With his sharp spear, by fraud 
Made of the mistletoe. 
The accursed mistletoe ! 

They laid him in his ship, 
With horse and harness. 
As on a funeral pyre. 
Odin placed 

A ring upon his finger, 
And whispered in his car. 






^'.. 



' V y 






TEGNER'S DRAPA. 267 

They launched the burning ship ! 

It floated far awav 

Over tlie mistv sea, 

Till like the sun it seemed, 

Sinking beneath the waves. 

Balder returned no more ! 

So perish the old Gods ! 

But out of the sea of Time 

Rises a new land of son<r, 

Fairer than the old. 

Over its meadows green 

Walk the young bards and sing. 



Build it again, 

O ye bards. 

Fairer than before I 

Ye fathers of the new race. 

Feed upon morning dew, 

Sing the new Song of Love I 

The law of force is dead ! 
The law of love prevails ! 
Thor, the thunderer, 
Shall nde the earth no more, 
No more, with tlireats, 
Challenge the meek Christ. 

Sing no more, 
O ye bards of the North, 
Of Vikings and of Jarls ! 
Of the days of Eld 
Preserve the freedom only. 
Not the deeds of blood! 



M M 
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THE SINGERS. 

God sent hi8 SiDgei-M upon earth 
With Bongft of Badness and of mirth. 
That thej niiglit touch the hearts of nicn» 
And bring them back to heaven again. 

'i'hc first, a youth, with soul of fire, 

Held in his hand a golden lyre ; 

Through groves he wandered, and by t»treaiu^. 

Playing the music of our dix'ams. 

The second, with a beaixled face, 
Stood singing in the market-place. 
And stirred with accents deep and loud 
The hearts of all the listening crowd. 

A gray, old man, the third and last, 
Sang in cathedrals dim and vast, 
While the majestic organ rolled 
Contrition from its mouths of gold. 

And those who heard the Sinfjers tlire*^ 
Disputed wliich the best miglit l)e ; 
For still their nuis>ic seemed to st^irt 
Discordant echoes in each heart. 

But the great Master said, ** I sec 

No best in kind, but in degree ; 

1 gave a various gift to each. 

To chnrni, to strengthen, and to teach. 

** These are the three great chords of might. 
And he whose ear is tuned ariirht 
Will hear no discoixl in the thrw, 
liut the most perfect harmony.*' 




Take them, O Death! anii bear away 
Wlmtcver Ihou canst call thiae oirn ! 

Thine image, stamped upon this clay. 
Doth give thee that, but that alone 1 

Take them, O Grave ! and let them lio 
Folded upon thy narrow shelvea 

Ab garmeula by the aoul laid by. 
And precious only to ourselres I 

Take them, O groat Eternity t 
Our little life is but a gust, 

That bends the branches of thy tree, 
And Iraila its bloesoms in the dust. 
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HYMX 

FiiR Mr brother's ordination. 

(^HRiST to tho young; man paid : *• ^'ot one tliino; more ; 

If tlioii wouldst pcifoct Ixj, 
Sell all thou hast and give it to the p<K)r, 

And come and follow me ! " 

Within this temple Christ agam, unseen. 

Those saci-ed words hath said, 
And his invisihlc hands to-dav have hceii 

Laid on a young man's head. 

And evermore l>cside him on liis way 

The unseen Christ shall move, 
That he may lean upon his arm and say, 

" Dost thou, dear Ijord, approve ? '' 

Beside him at the marriage feast shall hr. 

To make the scene more fair ; 
Beside him in the dark Gethsemane 

Of pain and midnight jnayer. 

O holy trust I O widless sense of rest : 

Like the Iniloved John 
To lay his head upon the Saviour's hroast, 

And thus to jouriicy on ! 
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH. 

Undkb a spreading chestnut tree 
The village smithy stands; 

The smitli, a mighty man is he. 
With large and sinewy hands; 

And the muscles of his hrawny arms 
Are strong as iron bands. 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long, 
His face is like the tan ; 

His brow is wet with honest sweat. 
He cams whatever he can, 

And looks the whole world in the face. 
For he owes not any man. 

Week in, week out, from mom till night, 
You can hear his beUows blow ; 
■ ^^v^j^. You can hear him swing his heavy sledge, 

*tT- With measured beat and slow. 

Like a sexton ringing the village bell, 
When the evening sun i?* low. 

And children coming: home from school 
Look in at the 0{>en door; 

They love to see the flaming forge, 
And hear the bellows roar, 

And catch the buming sparks that fly 
Like chaffs from a threshing floor. 

He goes on Sunday to the church. 
And sits among his boys : 

He heare the parson pray and preach. 
He hears his daughter's voice. 

Singing in the village choir, 
And it mnkt*s his heart i-ejoice. 

It sounds to him like her mother's voice, 
Singing in Paradise I 
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lie needs must think of her once more, 

How in the grave she lies ; 
And with his hard, rough hand lie wipes 

A tear out of his eyes. 

ToiHng, — rejoicing, — sorrowing. 

Onward through life he goes ; 
Kacli morning sees some task hegin, 

Each evening sees it close ; 
Something attempted, something done, 

Has earned a night's repose. 

Thanks, thanks to tliee, my worthy friend. 

For the lesson thou hast taught ! 
Thus at the flaming forge of life 

Our fortunes must be wrought ; 
Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 

Each burning deed and thought ! 



THE KAINY' DAY. 

The day is cold, and dark, and dreary ; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary; 
The vine still clings to the mouldenng wall, 
But at every gust the dead leaves fall, 
And the day ih dark and dreary. 

My life is cold, and dark, and dreary ; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary ; 
My thoughts still cling to the mouldering Past, 
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast, 
And the days are dark and dreary. 

Be still, sad heart ! and cease repining ; 
Behind the clouds is the sun still shining ; 
Thv fate is the common fate of all. 
Into each life some rain must fall. 

Some days must be dark and dreary. 
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KNDYMIOX. 

TiiK nKiTig moon Iins hid the :«tiii>: 
Iter level rays, like golJcii bars. 
Lie on the laniUeiipe gi'ccii, 
\Vith shadows hrovrii between. 



And silver white llie r 
As if Dinno in her di 
Ilnd dropt her silve 



the niendov 






Oil such a ti'annnil night as i 

yiie woko Eudjniion with n k 

'\\'licii, i-leepiiig ill the ;r 

He dreiinicil n'lt "f her 
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Like Dian's kiss, unasked, unsought, 
Love gives itself, but is not bought; 

Nor voice, nor sound betrays 

Its deep, impassioned gaze. 

It comes, — the beautiful, the free, 
The crown of all humanity, — 

In silence and alone 

To seek the elected one. 

It lifts the boughs, whose shadows deep 
Are Life's oblivion, the soul's sleep. 

And kisses the closed eyes 

Of him, who slumbering lies. 

O weary hearts ! O slumbering eyes ! 
O drooping souls, whose destinies 

Are fraught with fear and pain. 

Ye shall be loved again ! 

No one is so accui^sed by fate. 
No one so utterly desolate. 

But some heaii, though unknown, 

Responds unto his own. 

Responds, — as if with unseen wings, 
An angel touched its quivering strings; 
And whispere, in its song, 
^* Where hast thou stayed so long ! '' 
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IT IS NOT ALWAYS MAY. 

NO BAY FAJAROS en UM NIEMM ANTXliK). — SjHtHish Vrvitih. 

Thk sun is bright, — ^tlio air is clear, 
The darting swallows soar and sing, 

And from the stately elms I hear 
The blue-bird prophesying Spring. 

So blue yon winding river flows, 
It seems an outlet from the sky, 

Mliere, waiting till the west wind blows, 
The freighted clouds at anchor lie. 

All things are new ; — ^tho buds, the leaves, 
That gild the eln)-trce*s nodding crest. 

And even the nest beneath the eaves ; — 
There are no birds in last year*s nest ! 

All things rcjoice in youth and love, 
The fulness of their fii*st delight ! 

And leani fi-oni the soft heavens above 
The melting tendemess of night. 

Maiden, that read'st this simple rhynits 
Enjoy thy youth, it will not stay ; 

Enjoy the fragrance of thy prime. 
For O ! it is not always May ! 

Enjoy the Spring of Love and Youth, 
To some good angel leave the rest ; 

For Time will teach thee soon the truth, 
There ai*e no biixls in last venr's nest I 




GOnS-ACRE. 

1 LiKR that ancient SaxOD plifo-se, which call.^ 
The burial -gi'ound Goii's-Aci'e ! It is just ; 

It coneccratoB each grave within its walls, 

And breathes n bcnisou o'er the sleeping dust. 

God's-Acrc ! Yes, thot blcBsed name imparts 
Comfort to those, who in the grave have sown 

The seed, that they had garnered in their hcarta, 
Their bread of life, alas ! no more their own. 



Into its furrows shall we all be cast. 

In the sure faith, tliat we shall rise again 

At the great harvest, when the archangers blast 
Shall winnow, like a fan, the chafF and grain. 
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Then shall the good stand in immortal bloom, 
In the fair gardens of that second birth ; 

And each bright blossom mingle its perfume 

With that of flowers which never bloomed on earth. 

With thy rude ploughshare, Death, turn up the sod, 
And spread the furrow for the seed we sow ; 

This is the field and Acre of our God, 

This is the place where human harvests grow ! 



THE GOBLET OF LIFE. 

Filled is Life's goblet to the brim ; 
And though my eyes with tears are dim, 
I see its sparkling bubbles swim, 
And chaunt a melancholy hymn 
With solemn voice and slow. 

No purple flowers, — no garlands green, 
Conceal the goblet's shade or sheen. 
Nor maddening draughts of Hippocronc, 
Like gleams of sunshine, flash botwcon 
Thick leaves of mistletoe. 

This goblet, wrought with curious art, 
Is filled with waters, that upstart, 
WTien the deep fountains of the heait, 
By strong convulsions rent apai-t, 
Are nuining all to waste. 

And as it mantling passes round, 
With fennel is it wreathed and crowned. 
Whose seed and fidiage sun-iinbrowned 
Are in its waters steeped and drowned, 
And crive a bitter taste. 
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Above the lowly plants it towers, 
The fennel, with its yellow flowers, 
And in an earlier age than ours 
Was gifted with the wondrous powers, 
Lost vision to restore. 

It gave new strength and fearless mood ; 
And gladiators, fierce and rude. 
Mingled it in their daily food ; 
And he who battled and subdued, 
A wreath of fennel wore. 

Then in Life's goblet freely press 
The leaves that give it bitterness. 
Nor piize the coloured watei's less, 
For in thy darkness and distress 

New light and strength they give ! 

And he who has not learned to know 
How false its sparkling bubbles show, 
How bitter are the drops of woe. 
With which its brim may overflow, 
He has not learned to livo. 

The prayer of Ajax was for light; 
Through all that dark and desperate fight, 
The blackness of that noonday night, 
He asked but the return of sight, 
To see his foeman's face. 

Let our imceasing, earnest prayer 
Be, too, for light, — for strength to bear 
Our portion of the weight of care. 
That crushes into dumb despair 
One half the human race. 

O suflTering, sad humanity ! 
O ye afflicled ones, who lie 
Steeped to the lips in misery. 
Longing, and yet afiraid to die. 
Patient, though sorely tried ! 
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I jdedge jou in this cup of gricf^ 
Where floats the fennel's bitter leaf! 
The Battle of our Life is brief, 
The alarm, — the struggle, — ^the n»rM»f,- 
Tlien sleep we side by side. 



BLIND B^VRTIMEUS. 

Blind Bartinieua at the gates 

Of Jericho in darkness waits ; 

He hears the crowd ; — he hears a hroatli 

Saj, " It is Christ of Nazareth ; " 

And calls, in tones of agony, 

'Iriaov, iXiriaoy fu ! 

The thronging multitudes increase ; 
Blind Bartimeus, hold thy peace! 
But still, above the n(»isy crowd, 
The beggar's cry is shrill and loud ; 
Until they say, ** He callctli thee I *' 
Qiipaii, tytipaii tJHtH'ti ai ! 

Then saith the Christ, as silent stands 
The crowd, " WTiat wilt thou at my hands?*' 
And he replies, " O give me light ! 
Rabbi, restore the blind man's sight ! " 
And Jesus answers, ^"Xiruyi • 
*H TrloTig trov aiataKi vi ! 

Ye that have eves, vet cannot soo, 
In darkness and in misery, 
Recall thor<e mi<;htv Voices Thii»e, 

In/r/iii. f\fnni\v iif 




To TllK KlVEli CIIAIII.ES. 
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Oft in sadncw and in illness, 
I have watched Uiy curreDt glide. 

Till the beaaty of its stUlnefls 
Orerflowed me, like a tide. 

And in better hours and brighter, 
When I saw thy waters gleam, 

I have felt my heart beat lighter, 
And leap onward with thy stream. 

Not for this alone I love tliee, 
Nor because thy waves of blue 

From celestial seas above thee 
Take their own celestial hue. 

\Micrc yon shadowy woodlands hide thee. 

And thy waters disappear, 
Friends I love have dwelt beside thee, 

And have made thy margin dear. 

More than this ; — thy name it^minds me 
Of three friends, all true and tried ; 

And that name, like ma<(ic, binds nic 
Closer, closer to tliv side. 

Friends my soul with joy remembers ! 

How like quivering flames they start, 
Wien I fan the living embers 

On the hearth-stone of my heart ! 

'Tia for this, thou Silent iiiver ! 

That my s|)irit leans to thee ; 
Thou hast been a ironerous i^-iver. 

Take this idle song from me. 




Thb sLaiics of tiiglit vicve falling fast. 
As through an Alpiue village passed 
A youth, nhu horc, 'mid snow and \ei!, 
A banner with the strange device. 
Excelsior I 

Ilia brow was sad ; his eye beneath, 
Flnshcd like a faulcbion from its sheath, 
And like a silver etarioii rung 
The Accents of that unknown tongue. 
Excelsior 1 



In liappy homes he sow the light 
Of household fires gleoin warm and bright ; 
Above, the spectral glaeiera shone, 
And from his lips escaped n groan, 
Excelsioi' ! 




A travefCer, bj the faitlitui lioim<i, 
Half-buried in tlie snow was foimd, 
StitI grasping in liis hand of ice 
That banner with the Btmnge dcvii^c 
Exceluor ! 



There in the twilight cold and gray. 
Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay. 
And from the sky, serene and fm-, 
A Tuiee fell, like a falling stiir, 
K.vcolsior I 




MAIDENHOOD. 



Maipkn ! with tlic meek, brown cjcs, 
In wliOBC orbs n shadow lies, 
Like the diiBk in evcaing skies ! 



MlS(3KLLANKnUS. 

Thou whot« Iwk* ijuteliiiif llie 
QolJoii tressun, wrpjiUicil in ntii? 
Am tlie bmided HtrcnmU'ts run ! 



^ 



StiuiiKng. with n'liiirtmil feoi. 
Where the brook luiil river meol 
WomanhooJ nnd uhildhiMid fleet ! 



Unsiiigt wUh n timid gluuec, 
On the bitioklot'H Bwitl nJvaim'. 
On the rivpi's brond rinaiisc I 



Beep and stiil. that glidiii 
Beautiful to thee must sec 
At the rifer of a drenm. 



Then why [muNo with iudociKien, 
When bright nngela in thj Tisioii 
Ik-ckon thoe to iioldx Elysiaii ? 



aeest thou shadows snihng by, 
Ab the dove, with startled cje. 
Sees the fnlcon's shadow fly? 



lleoreBt thou voices on the aliorc. 
That our ears perceive no more. 
Deafened by the cataract's roar? 

O, thou child of many prayers I 
Life halh quicksandd. — Life hath i 
t'.-jrc and age come niiawaros ! 



IJke the swell of foiiio sweet 
Morning rises into uooii, 
Mny glides onward into Jniie 
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Childhood is the bough, where slumbered 
Birds and blossoms many-numbered ; — 
Aire, that boucrh with snows encumbered. 

Gather, then, each flower that grows. 
When the vouni^ heart overflows, 
To embalm that tent of snows. 

Ikar a lilv in thv hand : 
(rates of brass cannot withstand 
( )ne touch of that niamc wand. 

Hear through sorrow, wrong, and rulh. 
In thv heart the dew of vouth, 
On thy lips the sniiU' of truth. 

O, that dew, like balm, shall steal 
Into wounds, that cannot heal, 
Kven as sleep our eyes doth seal ; 

And that smile, like sunshine, dart 
Into many a sunless heart, 
For a smile of God thou art. 






■ ■ - 



THE BELFRY OF BRUGES. 



CAKILLOX. 

Ix the ancient town of Bruges, 
In the quaint old Flemish city. 
As the evening shades descended 
Jjitw and loud and sweetly hiended. 
Low at times and loud at times, 
And changing like a poet's rhymes, 
Rang the heautiful wild chimes 
From the Belfry in the market 
Of the ancient town of Bruges. 

Then, with deep sonorous clangor 
Calmly answering their sweet anger, 
When the wrangling bells had ended, 
Slowly struck the clock eleven, 
And, from out the silent heaven, 
Silence on the town descended. 
Silence, silence everywhere. 
On the earth and in the air. 
Save that footstejKS horc and thero 
Of some burgher homo returning. 
By the street lamps faintly burnino^. 
For a moment woke the echoes 
Of the ancient town of Bruges. 

But amid my broken slumbers 
Still T heard those magic numbers, 
As they loud proclaimed the flight 
And stolen marches of the night ; 
Till their chinu's in sweet collision 
Mingled with each wandering vision. 
Mingled with the fortune-telling 
Gipsy-bands of dreams and fancies. 
Which amid the waste expanses 
Of the silent land of trances 
Have their solitary dwelling. 
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All else seemed asleep in Bruges, 
In the quaint old Flemish city. 

And I thought how like these chime:^ 
Are the poet's airy rhymes, 
All his rhymes and roundelays, 
His coneeits, and songs, and ditties, 
From the belfry of his brain, 
Scattered downward, though in vain, 
On the roofs and stones of cities ! 
For by night the drowsy oar 
Lender its curtains cannot hear, 
And by day men go their ways, 
Hearing the nnisic as they pa.'^s, 
But deeming it no more, alas ! 
Than the hollow sound of brass. 

Vet perchance a sleepless wight. 

Lodging at some humble inn 

In the narrow lanes of life. 

When the dusk and hush of night 

Shut out the incessant din 

Of daylight and its toil and strife. 

May listen with a calm delight 

To the poet's melodies, 

Till he hears, or dreams he hears. 

Intermingled with the song, 

Thoughts that he has cherished long ; 

Hears amid the chime and singing 

The bells of his own Ullage ringing, 

And wakes, and finds his slumberous eyes 

Wet with most delicious tears. 

Thus dreamed I, as by night I lay 
In Bruges, at the Fleur-de-Ble, 
Listening with a wild delight 
To the chimes that, through the night 
Rang their changes from the Belfry 
(Jf that quaint old Flemish city. 




TIIF JlKLFllV Ol-' BRLT.ES. 



In tilt niaiket-|ilncc of Bruffcs slmnU llic Iwlfry oUl niiil biwvi. : 
Tliriec cun^-iimeil on.l lliwo reliui!.!c-rl. still it ivnfclios <,\-r tlictown. 
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As the summer mom was breaking, on that lofty tower I stood. 
And the world threw off the darkness, like the weeds of widowhood. 

Thick with towns and hamlets studded, and with streams and vapors gi'ay. 
Like a shield embossed with silver, round and vast the landscape lay. 

At my feet the city slumbered. From its chimneys, here and there, 
Wreaths of snow-white smoke, ascending, vanished, ghost-like, into air. 

Not a sound rose from the city at that early morning hour, 
But I heard a heart of iron beating in the ancient tower. 

From their nests beneath the rafters sang the swallows wild and high; 
And the world, beneath me sleeping, seemed more distant than the sky. 

Then most musical and solemn, bringing back the olden times. 
With their strange, unearthly changes, rang the melancholy chimes. 

Like the psalms from some old cloister, when the nuns sing in the choir ; 
And the great bell tolled among them, like the chanting of a friar. 

Visions of the day departed, shadowy phantoms filled my brain; 
They who live in history only seemed to walk the earth again ; 

All the Foresters of Flanders,^ — mighty Baldwin Bras de Fer, 
Lyderick du Bucq and Cressy, Philip, Guy de Dampierre. 

I beheld the pageants splendid, that adorned those days of old ; 

Stately dames, like queens attended ,2 knights who bore the Fleece of Gold ; ^ 

Lombard and Venetian merchants with deep-laden argosies ; 
Ministers from twenty nations ; more than royal pomp and ease. 

I beheld proud Maximilian, kneeling humbly on the gromid ; 
I beheld the gentle Mary,'* hunting with her hawk and homid ; 

And her lighted bridal-chamber, where a duke slept with the qaeen, 
And the armed guard around them, and the sword unsheathed between. 

I beheld the Flemish weavers, with Namur and Juliers bold. 
Marching homeward from the bloody battle of the Spurs of Gt)ld;^ 

Saw the fight at Minnewater,* saw the White Hoods moving west. 
Saw great Artevelde victorious scale the Golden Dragon's nest.^ 

And again the whiskered Spaniard all the land with terror smote ; 
And Again the wild alarum sounded from the tocsin's throat ; 

p p 
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Till the bell of Ghent respotkletl o'or lagoon and dike of sanJ, 
" I am Bolitnd '. 1 am liolnnd I there is victory in the Intnl ! " * 

Then the Bound of dninia aroused me. The awftkenej citv'« ronr 
Chased the phnotoua I bod summoned bock into their graven once i 

Houre had passed tir/Ay likt- minutes ; and, )>efoTe I was anrare, 
1» I Uio shaduw uf Ihe bdfrv crossed the »,iin -illumined square. 



fl.) Alt At FarulcTt 1/ Flintltn. 
I^Of ninat*i*wM|lvmi(o tlwdwif gnTDTtioT<orP:uidcii,«iiiH>lnl«] h)' Urn kliM 
L IffCMfk dn m»i, tn Uh- lUy* of CluUii* U» Six^ond, tu Hit nm or Ui^m : 
" ~ ~ ~*T, niui Hair iiny Uip fkfr Jn<1l(h, ilioigbler of rhnrlff* thr IMd, 1 

that oT Cnnnt, 11illi)ipii d'Al^i'V i 'i' •■■ Dunpi. : .m.l [.unia ■!>' Ci 

M1» M tbs Buly [«d u ■ Cnuunliir, ui<l >Um1 i>i ' : ' . e at St ' 1 \'-<.: >)iiirl.ly 1 

ttt* ni]<[an(i( tlm cUjrbjrtIn Ctulitlug, Ouy ilr J " died In :i.. |.iw<ii> of CniujiUi 

[ lAUa lie CMcj wu »ii UHl *uaucM(»r of Rol^rl dci [i^tlit.iK', wba ■rnmvlnl kla »1h, Vob 
t, irHli UiH hridia iiT hl> lianm. ti>i hiiTli« poMnDed, >t Uib u(a of ilmn 71 

(3). SbiMybinr^ Mr «v«unlfr«'i(<). 
Whm PhUlpps-lt-Bel, king of France, visiltd FLindeni with hi* qneen, abf ras 10 «tonii 
It Uw iiugiilBc«DC« of tfa« dimes of Bruges, that ahe eirlaimfd.— "Je cmyais ttre a 
nlH ieU nuii U paralt iiuc crui Ue Flandre qui m troavcnt dana noa |>riK>n> wnt 
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Maximilian. Acconliiig to the eiistoin of tlie time the Duke of Bavaria, Maximilian's substitute, 
slept with the i>rince>w. They were both in complete dress, seimrated by a naked sword, 
and attended by four armed guards. Marie was adored by her subjects for her gentleness and 
her many other >'irtues. 

Maximilian wjuj son of the Einjicror Fr«derick tln> Tliird, and is the same person mentioned 
afterwanls in the poem of Nuremberg as the Kaiser Maximilian, and the hero of Pfinzing's 
poem of Teiurdauk. Having been imprisoneil 1)y the n\ olted bni^hers of Bruges, they redised 
to release him, till he cimsented to kneel in the jtublii- s<iuiire, and to swear on the Holy 
Evangelists and the body of St. Donatus, that lie would not take vengeance upon them for 
their relndliou. 

(').) Th( hh>o<ly battle of the Spurs nf add. 

Tbis Iwittle, the iiio.st memorable in Flemish history, was fought under the walls of Courtray, 
on the llth of July, 1302, l>etwoen the Fivnch and the F'lemings, the former commanded by 
RoV>ert, Comtc d'Artois, and the latter by Gnillaume de Julieix, and Jean, Comte de Namur. 
The French anny was completely n)uted. with a loss of twenty thousand infantry, and seven 
thousand cavalr>' ; among whom were sixty-three princes, dukes and counts, seven hundred 
lords-lianneret, and eleven hundred noblemen. The flower of the French nobility perlsbed 
on that day to which history has given the luinie of the Jnnnifc di'n E]>erons d'Or, from the 
great number of golden spurs found on the field of battle. Seven hundred of them were hung 
up as a trophy in the church »tf Xotn; Dame de Courtniy ; and, as the cavaliers of that 
day wore but a single spur each, these vouehed to G<k1 for the \iident and bl«.K>dy death -of 
seven hundred of his creatures. 



(•».) ^VMc the fight at Mimic fate r. 

When the inhaltitants of Bruges were digging a canal at Minnewater, to bring the waters 
of the Lys from Deynze to their city, they were attacked and routed by the citizens of Ghent, 
whose commerce would have been much iiyured l»y the canal. They were led by Jean Lyons, 
ca[itain of a milit.Jiry comj^any at Ghent, called the Choperons Blanco. He had great sway 
over the turbulent populace, who in those prosperous times of the city, gained an eaay 
livelihood by labouring two or three days in the week, and had the remaining four or five 
to devote to public affairs. The fight at Minnewater was followed by oix;n rebellion against 
Louis de Maele, the Count of Flanders and Protector of Bruges. His superb Chateau of 
Wondelghem was pillaged and burnt ; and the insurgents force<i the gates of Bruges, and 
entered in triumph, with Lyons mounted at their head. A few days afterwards he died 
suddenly, perhajis by i)ois<m. 

Meanwhile the iusiirgents received a check at the village of Nev61e ; and two hnndred of 
them perished in the church, which was burned by the Count's orders. One of the chiefs, Jean 
<le Lannoy, took refuge in the belfrj'. From the sunmiit of the tower he held forth his purse 
tilled with gold, and begged deliverance. It was in vain. His enemies cried from below to 
save himself as best he might ; and, half suffocated with smoke and flame, he threw himself 
from the tower and j»erished at their feet. Peace was soon afterwards established, and the 
Count retired to faithful Bruges. 

(7.) The Golden Dragon's nest. 

The Golden Dragon, taken from the church of St. Sophia, at Constantinople, In one of the 
Crusades, and placed on the belfry of Bruges, was afterwards transported to Ghent, by Philip 
van Artevelde, and still adorns the belfry of that city. 



(8.) "There is victory in the land!" 

The inscription on the alarm-bell at Ghent is, * Mynen naevi is Roland; uls ikklep is er 
brond, andals ikluy is er victorieinhet land." "My name is Roland; when I t<dl there is fire, 
and when I ring there is victory in the land. 



* 
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THE AESENAL AT SPRINGFIELD. 

This is the Arsenal. Fram floor to ceiling, 
Like a huge organ, rise the burnished arms ; 

But from their silent pii)es no anthem pealing 
Startles the villages with strange alarms. 

Ah I what a sound will rise, how wild and dreary, 
Wlien the death-angel touches those swift keys ! 

Mliat loud lament and dbnial Miserere 
Will mingle with their awful symphonies ! 

I hear even now the infinite fierce chorus, 
The cries of agony, the endless groan. 

Which, through the ages that have gone before us, 
In long reverberations reach our own. 

On helm and harness rings the Saxon hammer. 

Through Cimbric forest roars the Norseman's Bong, 

And loud, amid the universal clamor, 

O'er distant deserts sounds the Tartar gong. 

I hear the Florentine, who from his palace 
A\Tieel8 out his battle-bell with dreadful din. 

And Aztec priests upon their toocallis 

Beat the wild war-drums made of serpent's f^kiii ; 

The tumult of each sacked and buniing village : 
The shout that every prayer for mercy drowns ; 

The soldier's revels in the midst of pillage ; 
The wail of famine in Iwleaguered towns ; 

The bursting shell, the gateway wrenched asunder, 
The rattling musketry, the clashing blade ; 

And ever and anon, in tones of thunder, 
The diapason of the cannonade. 
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Is it, O niaD, with such discordant noises, 

With such accursed instruments as these, 
Thou drownest Nature's sweet and kindly voices. 

And jarrest the celestial harmonies ? 

Were half the power, that fills the world with terror, 
Were half the wealth, bestowed on camps and courts, 

Given to redeem the human mind from enx)r, 
There were no need for arsenals nor forts : 

The warrior's name would be a name abhorred ! 

And every nation, that should lift again 
Its hand against a brother, on its forehead 

Would wear for evermore the curse of Cain ! 

Down the dark future, through long generations, 
The echoing sounds grow fainter and then cease ; 

And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations, 

I hear once more the voice of Christ say, ** Peace I " 

Peace ! and no longer from its brazen portals 
The blast of War's great organ shakes the skies ! 

But beautiful as songs of the immortals, 
The holy melodies of love arise. 




A GLEAM OF SUNSHINE. 



This is the place. Stand still, my slwd. 



And siimmoD frotD the shadowy Fast 
Tlic formH that onco have boon. 



Tlie Past and Present hei'O iinile 
Beneath Time's flowing tide, 

Like footprintH liiilden by n brnok. 
But seen on eitlier aide. 
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Here runs the highway to the town ; 

There the green lane descends, 
Through which I walked to church with thee, 

O gentlest of my friends ! 

The shadow of the linden -trees 

Lay moving on the grass ; 
Between them and the moving boughs, 

A shadow, thou didst pass. 

Thy dress was like the lilies, 

And thy heart as pure as they : 
One of God's holy messengers 

Did walk with me that day. 

I saw the branches of the trees 

Bend down thy touch to meet, 
The clover-blossoms in the grass 

Rise up to kiss thy feet. 

^' Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares, 

Of earth and folly bom ! " 
Solemnly sang the village choir 

On that sweet Sabbath morn. 

Through the closed blinds the golden sun 

Poured in a dusty beam, 
Like the celestial ladder seen 

By Jacob in his dream. 

And ever and anon, the wind, 

Sweet-scetited with the hay. 
Turned o'er the hymn-book's fluttering leaves 

That on the window lay. 

Long was the good man's sermon, 

Yet it seemed not so to me ; 
For he spake of Ruth the beautiful, 

And still I thought of thee. 
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Long was the prayer he uttered. 
Vet it Beemed not eo to me ; 
For in my heart I prayed with hiiu, 

And Etill I thought of tLee. 

But now, alasl the jilace seems changed; 

Thou art no longer here ; 
Part of the sunshine of the scene 

With thee did iliaappeftr. 

Though thoughts, deep-rooted in my heart, 
Like pine-trees dark and high. 

Subdue the light of noon, and breatlic 
A low and ceaselesa sigh ; 

This memory brightens o'er the past. 

As when the eun, ooncoaled 
llehind some cloud that near us luingE, 

Sliinoa on a distant iicld. 



THE OCCULTATION OP ORION.* 

I SAW, as in a dream Bublimc, 
The balance in the hand of Time. 
O'er East and West its beam impended ; 
And daj, with all its hours of light, 
Was slowly sinking out of sight. 
While, opposite, the scale of night 
Silently with the stars asccniled. 



lioftUy Bjwukinf 
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Like the astrologers of eld, 

In that bright vision I beheld 

Greater and deeper mysteries. 

I saw, with its celestial keys, 

Its chords of air, its frets of fire, 

The Samian's great -^olian lyre, 

Rising through all its sevenfold bars, 

From earth unto the fixed stai*s, 

And through the dewy atmosphere. 

Not only could I see, but hear, 

Its wondrous and harmonious strings, 

In sweet vibration, sphere by sphere. 

From Dian's circle light and near. 

Onward to vaster and wider rings, 

Where, chanting through his heard of siiuws, 

Majestic, moiunful, Saturn goes. 

And down the sunless realms of space 

Reverberates the thunder of his bass. 

Beneath the sky's triumphal arch 

This music sounded like a march. 

And with its chorus seemed to be 

Preluding some great tragedy. 

Sirius was rising in the east ; 

And, slow ascending one by one, 

The kindling constellations shone. 

Begirt with many a blazing star, 

Stood the great giant Algebar, 

Orion, hunter of the beast ! 

His sword hung gleaming by his side. 

And, on his arm, the lion's hide 

Scattered across the midnight air 

The golden radiance of its hair. 



The moon was pallid, but not faint 
And beautifril as some fair saint. 
Serenely moving on her way 
In horn's of trial and dismay. 
As if she feared the voice of God, 
l^nharmed with naked feet she trod 

Q Q 
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Upon the hot and burning ^tors, 
As on the glowing cools and bars 
That were to prove her strength, and try 
Her holiness and her purity. 

Thus moving on, with silent pace, 
And triumph in her sweet, pale face. 
She reached the station of Orion. 
Aghast he stood in strange alarm ! 
And suddenly from his outstretched arm 
Down fell the red skin of the lion 
Into the river at his feet. 
His mighty club no longer beat 
The forehead of the bull ; but he 
Beeled as of yore beside the sea, 
WTien, bUnded by CBnopion, 
He sought the blacksmith at his forge. 
And, climbing up the mountain gorge. 
Fixed his blank eyes upon the sun. 

Then, through the silence overhead. 

An angel with a trumpet said, 

" Forevcrmore, forcvcrniorc, 

The reign of violence is o'er ! " 

And like an instrument that flings 

Its music on another's strings. 

The trumpet of the angel cast 

Upon the heavenly lyre its blast. 

And on from sphere to sphere the words 

Reechoed down the burning chonls, — 

" Forevcrmore, foreveniiore, 

The reign of violence is o'er I '* 






NUREMBERG. 

In the valley of the Pcgnitz, where across broad meadow -lands 

Rise the blue Franconian Mountains, Nuremberg, the ancient, stands. 

Quaint old town of toil and traffic, quaint old town of art and song, 
Memories haunt thy pointed gables, like the rooks that round them throng ; 

Memories of the ^liddle Ages, when the emperors, rough and bold. 
Had their dwelling in thy castle, time-defying, centuries old ; 

And thy brave and thrifty burghers boasted, in their uncouth rhyme, 
That their great imperial city stretched its hand through every clime.^ 

In the court-yard of the castle, bound with many an iron band. 
Stands the mighty linden planted by Queen Cunigundc's hand ; 

On the square the oriel window, where in old heroic days 
Sat the poet Melchior singing Kaiser Maximilian's praise.- 

Everywhere I see around me rise the wondrous world of Art : 
Fountains wrought with richest sculpture standing in the common mart ; 

And above cathedral doorways saints and bishops carved in stone. 
By a former age commissioned as apostles to our own. 

In the church of sainted Sebald sleeps enshrined his holy dust,' 

And in bronze the Twelve Apostles guard from age to age their trust ; 

In the church of sainted Lawrence stands a pix of sculpture rare,* 
Like the foamy sheaf of fountains, rising through the painted air. 

Here, when Art was still religion, with a simple, reverent heart, 
Lived and laboured Albrecht Diirer, the Evangelist of Art ; 
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Hence in silence and in sorrow, toiling still with busy hand. 
Like an emigrant he wandered, seeking for the Better Land. 

Emigravit is the inscription on the tomb-stone where he lies ; 
Dead he is not, — but departed, — for the artist never dies. 

Fairer seems the ancient city, and the sunshine seems more fair. 
That he once has trod its pavement, that he once has breathed its air ! 

Through these streets so broad and stately, these obscurc and dismal lanes. 
Walked of yore the Mastersingci-s, chanting rude poetic strains. 

From remote and sunless suburbs, came they to the friendly guild, 
Building nests in Fame's great temple, as in spouts the swallows build. 

As the weaver plied the shuttle, wove he too the mystic rhyme. 
And the smith his iron measures hammered to the anvil's chime ; 

Thanking God, whose boundless wisdom makes the flowers of poesy bloom 
In the forge's dust and cinders, in the tissues of the loom. 

Here Hans Sachs, the cobbler-poet, laureate of the gentle craft, 
Wisest of the Twelve Wise Masters/' in huge folios sang and laughed. 

But his house is now an alo-housc, with a nicelv sanded floor, 
And a garland in the window, and his face above the door ; 

Painted by some humble artist, as in Adam Puschman's song,'' 

As the " old man gi'ay and dove-like, with his great beard white and long." 

And at night the swart mechanic comes to drown his cark and care, 
Quafting ale from pewter tankards, in the master's antique chair. 

Vanished is the ancient splendor, and before my dreamy eye 
Wave these mingling shapes and figures, like a faded tapestry. 

Not thy Councils, not thy Kaisers, win for thee the world's regard ; 
But thy painter, Ali)rocht Diirer, and Hans Sachs, thy cobbler-bard. 
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Thus, O Nuremberg, a wanderer from a region far away. 

As he paced thy streets and court-yards, sang in thought his careless lay : 

Gathering from the pavement's crevice, as a floweret of the soil, 
The nobility of labor, — the long pedigree of toil. 



NOTES. 

(1.) 7 hdf till ir (frmf iniju'i'iiij city sirrtclwl its haml through d'ery climr. 

An old popular provt'H) of tho town runs thus : — 

•" \iiriil>nij's Ilfuiil ''Nurombur^'s hand 

diht (hinh nllc Ln,i<1" Goos thn>ugh every land." 

(2.) Si't thi- jifxt MrJchinr singing Kai»cr Morimil tan's praise. 

Melchior Pfinzin;,' was our of the most cclebrat^'d German poets of the sixteenth century. 
The hero of his Ttmenhink was the reigning emi>eror, Maximilian ; and the jwem wa« to the 
Germans of that day what the Orlando Ftirioso was to the Italians. Maximilian is mentioned 
before, ill the lirlfry of liruges. See i>age "201. 

(3.) In the church of sainted SdKthl sleeps enshrined his holy dust. 

The toml) of Saint S«'l>ald, in tl»e church which bears his name, is one of the richest worlcH 
of art in Nuremberg. It is of bronze, and was cast by Peter Vischer and his sons, who laboured 
upon it thirt^H^n years. It is adorned with nearly one hundred figures, among which those 
of the Twelve Aposths an^ conspicuous for size and beauty. •• • *■ _r * 



(4.) In tlie church of sainted Lovrrnre stands a pix of scttlptvre rare. 

This pix, or tabernacle for the vessels of the sacrament, is by the hand of Adam Kraft It ii» 
an exquisite piece of sculpture in white stone, an«i rises to the height of sixty-four feet. 
It stands in the choir, whose richly-i>aintod windows cover it with varie<I colours. 

(5.) Wisest of the Tirehx Wise Masters. 

The Twelve Wise Masters was the title of the original corporation of the Master singers. 
ITans Sachs, the cobt)ler of Nuremberg, though not one of the original Twelve, was the most 
renowned of the Mastersingers, as well as the most voluminous. He flourished In the sixteenth 
century ; and left behind him thirty-four folio volumes of manuscript, containing two hundred 
and eight plays, one thousand and seven hundred comic tales, and between four and flvo 
thousand IjTic poems. 

(<».) As in Adam Ihischman's song. 

Adam Puschman, in his poem on the death of Ilans Sachs*, de8cril)es him as he appeared 
in a vision : — 

** An old man. 
Gray and white, and dove-like. 
Who had, in sooth, a great beard, 
And read in a fair, great book, 
Deautiful with g^dden clasps." 



»■ 




THE NOUMAX BAKON. 



mpntiqne, il>- miOndic. 



Ix his clianiber, weak unci djinj;. 
Wns tlic Xrirmnn hnrnn Ijing ; 
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Loud, without, the tempest thundered, 
And the eastle- turret shook. 

In this tight was Death the gainer, 
Spite of vassal and retainer, 
And the lands his sires had plundered, 
Written in the Doomsday Book. 

By his hed a monk was seated, 
Who in humhle voice repeated 
Many a prayer and pater-noster, 
From the missal on his knee ; 

And, amid the tempest pealing, 
Sounds of hells came faintly stealing. 
Bells, that, from the neighbouring kloster, 
Bang for the Nativity. 

In the hall, the serf and vtissal 

Held, that night, their Chiistmas wassail ; 

Many a carol, old and saintly, 

Sang the minstrels and the waits. 

And so loud these Saxon gleemen 
Sang to slaves the songs of freemen, 
That the storm was heard but faintly. 
Knocking at the castlc-gates. 

Till at length the lays they chaunted 
Reached the chamber tenor-haunted, 
Where the monk, with accents holy, 
\Miispered at the baron's ear. 

Teai-s upon his eyelids ghstened, 
As he paused awhile and listened, 
And the dying baron slowly 

Turned liis wearv head to hear. 

** Wassail for the kingly stranger 
Born and cradled in a manger ! 
King, like David, priest, like Aaron, 
Christ is born to set us free ! " 
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And the Ughtititig nhowctl Lhe eniiilLil 
Figures ou llio cosotnont piiinU'd, 
A 11 J extlaimed the shudUering bmiiti, 
" Miecrere, Domine ! " 

lu tliat hour of deep coiitiilioo, 
He beheld, with clenrcr vision, 
Through all outward F>how and fasljioti, 
Justice, the Avenger, rise. 

All the pomp of earth had vauished, 

Fnlschood and deceit were baniahed. 

Reason spake more loud thau paasion. 

And the trutli wore no disguise. 

Every rosea] of liis bnnnor. 
Ever^ serf bom to hie manor. 
Al\ those wrouged and wretched crealtiiv!!, 
By ilia band wero fiiped ngajn. 

Aud, ns on the sacred miasol 
He recorded their diBiQisaal, 
Death relaxed his iron features. 

Anil IJie monk u'pliiil, " Atiieii I " 

Many centuries have liocii uuinbercil 
Since in death the i>aroii slumbered 
Uj the convent's sculptuLi'd poilal, 
M ilng th tie CO no 1 

But tl „ood Iced thro c;l tl o n^ 
Living n 1 tor c j agCi 
Brighter glo a a i fleams ni rtul 
Li CO sumed Ij i oil o 
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J low Ueautitiil is the lain ! 

After tlie dust anil heat, 

In tlie broad and fiery streof, 

In thi' narrow Lane, 

How beautiful is the rain I 

How it ehvttei*s alonix the roofs. 

Like the tramp of hoofs ! 

How it gushes and struggles out 

From the throat of the overflowing sj)out ! 

Aeross the window pane 

It pours and pours ; 

And swift and wide, 

With a muddy tide. 

Like a river down the gutter roais 

The rain, the wTlcome rain ! 

The sick man from his chamber 

Looks at the twisted brook <; 

He can feel the cool 

Breath of each little pool ; 

His fevered brain 

Grows calm again. 

And he breathes a blessing on the rain. 

From the neighbom'ing school 
Come the bo vs. 

With more than their wonted noise 
And commotion ; 
And down the wet streets 
Sail their mimic fleets, 
Till the treacherous pool 

n n 




Xuur at IiuikJ, 

From under the shelteriii;^ lit'Cs, 

The farmer sees 

His paBtiiroH, and his fields of grain. 

As tlicy bend their tops 

To the numberlcsa beatirig drops 

Of the incessant raiti. 

He counts it as no sin 

That he sees therein 

Only hi:, own thrift and gain. 

Tlicse, and far inoi'c thnii tlicsi;, 

The Poet sees I 

He can behold 

AquariuR old 

'Walking the fenceless fields of :iii- ; 
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And from oncli ample fold 

Of the clouds about him rolled 

Scattering- everywhere 

The showery rain. 

As the farmer scatters his «j:i'«iii». 

Tfe can hchold 

Thino-s manifold 

That have not vet heen wholly told. 

Have not heen wholly sung nor said. 

For his thouo^ht, that never stops, 

Follows the water-drops 

Down to the graves of the dead, 

Down through chasms and gulfs profound. 

To the dreary fountain-head 

Of lakes and rivers under ground ; 

And sees them, when the lain is <lone, 

< )n the hridfjc of colors seven 

Climbing up once more to heaven, 

Opposite the setting sun. 

Thus the Seer, 

With vision clear. 

Sees foi-ms appeal' and disappear. 

In the perpetual round of strange 

Mysterious change, 

From bii*th to death, from death to birtli. 

From earth to heaven, from heaven to earth ; 

Till glimpses more sublime 

Of things, unseen before, 

Unto his wondering eyes reveal 

The Universe, as an immeasurable wheel 

Turning for evermore 

In the rapid and rushing river of Time. 




TllK DRIVlNn VT.'^Vl 



nrk n 
nii.l diuk. ii« t1.c ilii^ 



• diU f or tlio 



> liiuii linst tukt'ti! 



Wrapt in tliy wnrl.'t lilnnk.'t, I si'c tlirv sinlk lliiviigli tlip city's 

NaiToiv mill pojiuloiis siiix.-ls, ax mifc liy the mnrgiii of rivci-s 

Sritlki'il tlio^i' h\n\s inikiioivii. ilmt iinv.' lolt <is uiily tlicir footpriiiU. 

Whnt. ill ii fo«- >linii _vc;ir-, hIII riTiiiiin of iliy !!n-c liut Ihc fiHjt|niiits ? 

II..K cniii^t ilii.li wiilk in ilicM.. siLrel-. wlio linsi tro.l Ihc gi-con tiiif of the 
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I low canst thou breathe in this, wlio ha^t breathed the sweet air of the 

mountains ? 
Ah I 'tis in vain that witli lordly looks of disdain thou dost challenge 
Looks of dislike in return, and question these walls and these pavements, 
Claiming the soil for thv hunting-grounds, while down-trodden millions 
Starve in the garrets of Europe, and cry from its caverns that they, too, 
Have been created heiis of the earth, and claim its division ! 



Back, then, back to thy woods in the regions west of the Wabash I 

There as a monarch thou reignest. In autumn the leaves of the maple 

Pave the floors of thy ])alace-halls with gold, and in summer 

Pine-trees waft throutch its chambers the odorous breath of their branches. 

There thou art strong and gi'eat, a hero, a tamer of hoi-ses I 

There thou chasest the stately stag on the baidcs of the Elk-horn, 

Or, by the roar of the Kuiuiing-Water, or where the Omawhaw 

Calls thee, and leaps through the wild ravine like a brave of the Blackfeet ! 

Hark ! what murmui-s arise from the heart of those mountainous deserts? 

Is it the cry of the Foxes and Crows, or the mighty Behemoth, 

Who, unharmed, on his tusks once caught the bolts of the thunder, 

And now lurks in his lair to destroy the race of the red man? 

Far more fatal to thee and thv race than the Crows and the Foxes, 

P^xr more fatal to thee and thy race than the tread of Behemoth, 

Lo ! the big thunder -canoe, that steadily breasts the Missouri's 

Merciless current ! and yonder, afar on the prairies, the camp-fires 

Gleam through the night ; and the cloud of dust in the gray of the daybreak 

Marks not the buffalo's track, nor the Mandan's dexterous horse-race ; 

It is a caravan, whitening the desert where dwell the Camanches ! 

Ha ! how the breath of these Saxons and Celts, like the blast of the east-wind, 

Drifts evermore to the west the scanty smokes of thy wigwams ! 



•' 
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Drar chilli I how rndianl on thy motlier'M liuvei 

With iiieiTj--ti)&kiiig' I'yes uud jocuwl smilw. 

'riiou gowwt at thp {Hiinttid tilvs. 

Whose figures grace, 

\Vttlt many a grotesquo lonn and fiive, 

Tho ancient chimney of thy niirsory ! 

'["he lady with the gay macaw. 

The dancing girl, the gravo basliaw 

Witb bearded lip and chin ; 

And, leaning idly o'er his gate. 

Beneath the imperial fan of state, 

The Cliiiiesw mandarin. 



With what a look of proud eommand 
Tiiou shalieet in thy little hand 
Tlie coral rattle with ifn silver bells. 
Making a merry tune '. 
ThouBandti of years in Iiidina seas 
That coifll grew, by slow degrees. 
Until some deadly and - 
Dnahed it on Coromandcl's si 
Those silver bells 
Keposcd of yore, 
As shapeless ore. 
Far down in tlic deep-sunken 
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Of darksome mines, 
111 some obscure and sunless place. 
Beneath huge Chimborazo's base. 
Or Potosi's o'erhanging pines ! 



And thus for thee, O little child, 

Through many n danger and escape, 

The tall ships passed the stormy cape ; 

For thee in foreign lands remote. 

Beneath the burning, tropic skies, 

The Indian peasant, chasing the wiUl goat, 

Himself as swift and wild, 

fn falling, clutched the frail ari»ute. 

The fibres of whose shallow root, 

L'plifted from the soil, betrayed 

The silver veins beneath it laid, 

The buried treasures of dead centuries. 



But, lo ! thy door is left ajar ! 

Thou hearest footsteps from afar ! 

And, at the sound. 

Thou turnest round 

With quick and questioning eyvi^, 

Like one, who, in a foreign land, 

Beholds on every hand 

Some source of wonder and surprise ! 

And, restlessly, impatiently. 

Thou strivest, strugglest, to be fi'ee. 

The four walls of thy nursery 

Are now like prison walls to thee. 

No more thy mother's smiles. 

No more the painted tiles, 

Delight thee, nor the playthings on the floor, 

That won thy little, beating heart before ; 

Thou strugglest for the open door. 

I'hrough these once solitary halls 
Thy pattering footstep falls. 



^^^H ^^^^^^1 


^^^^1 The sound ^^^^^^^H 


^^H Makes the old ^^^^^H 


^^^^^1 Jubilant, they ^^^^| 


^^^^^1 With the joj thy joung heai-t, ^^^H 


^^^^^^^ O'er the light of wlioK gindnoas ^^Q 


^^^^^^K No shadows of sadness 


^^^^^^^^^1 From llic sombre hackgi-ound of nieuiory 


^^^^^^^H Once, once, these 


^^^^^^^^^H One nhotn memory oft recalls, 


^^^^^^^H Tlic Father of his Country 


^^^^^^^^^H And yonder meadows broad ami (lam]< 


^^^^^^^^^H The fires of the besieging enmp 


^^^^^^^^^H Encircled with a huniing hctt. 
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Dost persecute ami overwlielm 

These hapless Troglodytes of thy realm ! 

What ! tired already ! with those suppliant looks, 
Ami voice more heautiful than a poet's books, 
Or murmuring sound of water as it flows, 
Thou comest back to parley with repose ! 
This rustic seat in the old apple-tree. 
With its o'erhanging golden canopy 
Of leaves illuminate with autumnal hues. 
And shining with the argent light of dews. 
Shall for a season be our place of rest. 
I5eneath us, like an oriole's pendent nest, 
From which the laughing birds have taken wiui;-. 
By thee abandoned, hangs thy vacant swing. 
Dream-like the watei*s of the rivei-s glram : 
A sailless vessel drops adown the stream, 
And like it, to a sea as wide and deep. 
Thou driftest gently down the tides of sleep. 

( > child ! O new-born denizen 
( )f life's great city ! on thy head 
The glory of the morn is shed, 
Like a celestial benison ! 
Here at the portal thou dost stand, 
And with thy little hand 
Thou openest the mysterious gate 
[nto the future's undiscovered land, 
r see its valves expand. 
As at the touch of Fate ! 
Into those realms of love and hate, 
Into that darkness blank and drear, 
By some prophetic feeling taught, 
I launch the bold, adventurous thought. 
Freighted with hope and fear ; 
As upon subterranean streams, 
In caverns unexplored and dark, 
Men sometimes launch a fragile bark, 
Laden with flickering fire, 
And watch its swift-receding beams, 

s s 




MISCELLANEOUS. 



Until At length thc^ Jisappoar, 
Ami in the distant dark oxpiiv. 



liy >vliiit aalroiogy of fea 

Dwo I lo ciwt ihy horoscope ! 

Like tlie now moon th; lifo appears ; 

A litt!i' strip of silver light, 

And widening outward into night 

The ghodowy disk of future years ; 

And yet upon its outer rim, 

A luminous circle, fmnt and dim. 

And Bcwcelj visible (o us hiire, 

Kgunds and cuniplotea tlie pciicct »phc 

A propliccy and intimalion, 

A pale and feelilc aduuibration, 

Of the great world of light, that lies 

llehiud nil human destinies. 

Ah ! if thy fate, with anguish fraught, 

Should be to wet the dusty soil 

With the hot tears and Hweat o( toil,— 

Tg eting^lp with imperious thought, 

Cntil the overhnnleneil hratn. 




Oil thy iulviuieing steps awnit. 
Biill let it ever be thy pride 
To lirigor by the lalioivr's side; 
With wdid.! of sympiilhy or sohf.' 
Tn cheer the drcnry march along 
( )f the givnl army of the iioor. 
( >\'r ilesoit sund, o'er dniigerims ni 
Xor to thyself the task shall l>e 
M'illioiit reward : for (liou sliall ka 
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The wisJom early to didcern 

True beauty in utility ; 

As great Pythagoras of yore, 

Standing beside the blacksmith's dooi', 

And hearing the hammers, as they smote 

The anvils with a different note, 

Stole from the varying tones, that hung 

Vibrant on every iron tongue. 

The secret of the sounding wire, 

And formed the seven-chorded lyre. 

Enough ! I will not play the Seer ; 
I will no longer strive to ope 
The mystic volume, where appear 
The herald Hope, forerunning Fear, 
And Fear, the pursuivant of Hope. 
Thy destiny remains untold ; 
For, like Acestes' shaft of old. 
The swift thought kindles as it flies, 
And burns to ashes in the skies. 




THE BRIDGE. 

I gTOOD on the bridge at midnight, 
Ab the clocks were striking the hui 

And the moon rose o'er the city, 
Behind the dark church -(ower. 



I snw her biiglit refiection 
In the waters under nic, 

Like n gohlen goblet ftiHrng 
And sinking into (he sen. 

And far in the hazy distance 
Of that lovely night in June. 

Tlie blaze of the flaming furnace 
Gleamed redder llinn the moon. 
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Among the long, black rafters 

The wavering shadows lay, 
And the current that came from the ocean 

Seemed to lift and bear them away ; 

As, sweeping and eddying through them, 

Rose the belated tide, 
And, streaming into the moonlight, 

The sea-weed floated wide. 

And like those waters rushing 

Among the wooden piei*s, 
A Hood of thoughts came o^er me 

That filled my eyes with tears. 

How often, O, how often. 

In the days that had gone by, 
I had stood on that bridge at midnight 

And gazed on that wave and sky ! 

How often, O, how often, 

I had wished that the ebbing tide 
Would bear me away on its bosom 

O'er the ocean wild and wide ! 

For my heart was hot and restless, 

And my life was full of care, 
And the burden laid upon me 

Seemed greater than I could bear. 

But now it has fallen from me, 

It is buried in the sea; 
And only the sorrow of others 

Throws it shadow over me. 

Yet whenever I cross the river 

On its bridge with wooden piers, 
Like the odor of brine from the ocean 

Comes the thought of other years. 



im¥ 
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And I think bow nunj 1]ioukuh1s 

Of ara-«ncumbored men, 
Each bearing his burden of Borrow, 

HsTo croBsed the bridge since then. 

I see the long proccaaion 

StitI pauing to and fn>. 
The young heart hot and reetlcsa. 

And the old subdued nnd sloic ! 

And forever and forerer. 
As long 08 the river flows, 

As long as the heart has pasrions. 
As long as life has woes ; 

The moon and its broken rcflcclion 
And ita sliadowa shall appear, 

As tlie symbol of luve in heaven. 
And its wavering image here. 





T. 

^juuiMNLV, mournfully, 
Dealing its dole, 

The Curfew Bell 
Is beginning to toll. 



(.'over ihc embers. 

Anil put out the light ; 
Tdil comc» with the morning. 

And rest with the night. 




Dim grow ila &i 
Forgotten the; lit 

Like coiils ill tlic tis 
'\'\\c\ iliiikcn nmi liic 



lies. 



Tlif story is t 
The hcoilli-stt: 



Daikor nnd Jarkor 
The Daek shadow 

Sleep and oblivion 
Hcigii ovoi' all. 
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THE BOPB WALK. 

In that boUding long and low. 
With its wmdowB all a roir^ 

like the port-holea €i a hulk, 
Hnman ipidera spin and spin. 
Backward down their threads so thin. 

Dropping, each, a hempen bulk. 

At the end an open door; 
Squares of sunshine on the floor 

Light the long and dusky lane; 
And the whirling of a wheel, 
Dull and drowsy, makes me feel 

All its spokes are in my brain. 

As the spinners to the end 
Downward go and re-asoend, 

Gleam the long threads in the sun; 
\Miilo within this brain of mine 
Cobwebs brighter and more fine 

By the busy wheel are spun. 

Two fair maidens in a swing, 
Like white doves upon the wing, 

First before my vision pass; 
Laughing, as their gentle hands 
Closely clasp the twisted stmnds. 

At their shadow on the grass. 

Then a booth of mountebanks, 
AVith its smell of tan and planks, 

And a jjjirl poised high in air 
On a cord, in spangled dress, 
With a faded loveliness, 

And a weary look of care. 
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Then a homestead among farms. 
And a woman with hare arms. 

Drawing water from a well ; 
Ab the bucket mounts apace, 
With it mounts her own fair face, 

As at some magician's spell. 

Then an old man in a tower 
Ringing loud the noontide hour, 

WTiile the rope coils round and round, 
Like a serpent, at his feet, 
And again in swift retreat 

Almost lifts him from the ground. 

Then within a prison -yard, 
Faces fixed, and stem, and hard, 

Laughter and indecent mirth ; 
Ah ! it is the gallows-tree ! 
Breath of Christian charity, 

Blow, and sweep it from the earth ! 

• 

Then a schoolboy, with his kite. 
Gleaming in a sky of light, 

And an eager, upward look; 
Steeds pursued through lane and field : 
Fowlera with their snares concealed, 

And an angler by a brook. 

Ships rejoicing in the breeze. 
Wrecks that float o'er unknown seas. 

Anchors dragged through faithless sand ; 
Sea-fog drifting overhead, 
And with lessening line and lead 

Sailors feeling for the land. 

All these scenes do I behold. 
These and many left untold, 

In that building long and low; 
While the wheels go round and round 
With a drowsy, dreamy sound, 

And the spinners backward go. 




i driving down tlie British Cbannel, 
Till' diij was just bcpun. 
And throtig)i the windavF-pnnes, on floor Etnd panel, 
Slrennic"! the red Qutiiniii sun. 



It glanced on flowing fing and rippling pennon, 

And the white sails of nbips ; 
And, from tlic frowning rampart, the black cannon 

Uttiled it with feveri 
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Sandwich and Romney, Hastings, Hjthe and Dover, 

Were all alert that day. 
To see the French war-steamers speeding over. 

When the fog cleared away. 



Sullen and silent, and hke couchant lions. 

Their cannon through the night. 
Holding their hrcath, had watched in grim defiance 

The sea-coast opposite. 



And now they roared at drum-beat from their stations 

On every citadel ; 
Each answering each with morning salutations 

That all was well. 



And down the coast, all taking up the burden, 

Replied the distant forts, 
As if to summon from his sleep the Warden 

And Lord of the Cinque Ports. 



Him shall no sunshine from the fields of azure. 

No drum-beat from the wall. 
No morning-gun from the black fort's embrasure 

Awaken with their call. 



No more surveying with an eye impartial 

The long line of the coast. 
Shall the gaunt figure of the old Field-Marshal 

Be seen upon his post. 



For in the night, unseen, a single warrior, 

In sombre harness mailed, 
Dreaded of man, and sumamed the Destroyer, 

The rampart wall has scaled. 






Ah ! what R blow ! that made all England tremU«, 
Ajid groan from shore to ehoro. 



Meanwhile, without the Burlj cannon waited, 

The aun rose bright o'crheod ; 
Nothing in Nature's flB[>cct intimated 

That a great man was Ucad I 




THE TWO ANGKI.S. 
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Ho piisseii into the chamber of tbe alee]>er. 

Till; dark and ailcHt room ; 
Antl aa he entered, darker grew and dcepor 

The Nlence and tbe gloom. 



lie did not pause to parley or d 

But amoto the Warden boor; 
Ah ! what a blow 1 that made al] England treiultle, 

\iiil groan from shore Ui sbovs. 



Meanwhile, without tbe eurlj a 
The Bun rose bright o'crhead ; 

Nothing in Nature's a^pcet intimated 
That a great man was doad \ 




TlIK TWO AXGKI.S. 




saw ttem pause on Uieir cdealJal waj; — 
Then aaid I. with deep fear and doubt oppi'MS^I, 

■ lirat not wi loud. iLiy licail, !esl lliou bolrny 
T!iy [ilnco wliLTc lliy beloviKl iitt .it ro-t 1 " 



Dw«-.i.li.,g at T. 
Aiidno'suiiUni.k 



urow.i ..in>pliod..|: 



i itfOgniseJ ihe iiunirlcss ogoiiy — ■ 
'I'lie ti'nui', mid the tremor, and iho paiji — 

T)mt oft bt'fuT'i' lioJ filled mid Imiiiilyd ini', 

And liuiv ivtunicd witli lliieefold struiiglli again. 



Tht; door I 0|>eiiod to inj lieaveiily giie»t. 
And listened, fur I llmiight 1 licard God'a 

And, knowing ivhatsoeVr He sent n*U3 bi'sl, 
Dared ueillier (o laineiit nor to ivjgicr. 
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Then with a smile that filled the house with light — 
** My errand is not Death, hut Life," he said ; 

And, ere I answered, pa,ssing out of sight, 
On his celestial cnihassy he sj)0(l. 

'Twas at thy door, O friend, and not at mine, 

The angel with the amaranthine wreatli, 
Pausing, descended ; and, with voice divine, 

Whispered a word that had a sound like Death. 

Tlien fell upon the house a sudden gloom — 
A shadow on those features fair and thin ; 

And softly, from that hushed and darkened room. 
Two angels issued, where hut one went m. 

All is of God ! If He but wave his hand. 

The mists collect, the rains fall thick and loud ; 

Till, with a smile of light on sea and land, 
JjO ! He looks back from the departing cloud. 

Angels of Life and Death alike are His ; 

Without His leave they pass no threshold o*er ; 
Who, then, would wish or dare, believing this. 

Against His messengers to shut the door ? 



Inspired by the birtli of a child to the writer, and the death of Mrn. Maria 
J^<jwell, the wife of another American poet, on the same day, at Cambridge, U.S. 
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rU()METllEL\S, 



oil THK POKT S FORKTHOUUHT. 



Of riometheus, how undiuinted 
Oil Olympus' shining bastions 
J lis audacious foot he planted, 
M}ths are told and songs are chaunted, 
Full of promptings and suggestions. 



Beautiful is the tradition 

Of that flight through heavenly portals, 
The old classic superstition 
Of the theft and tlie transmission 

OF the tire of the Immortals I 



First the deed of noble daring, 

liorn of heavenward aspiration, 
Then the fire with mortals sharing, 
Then the vultuie, — the despairing 



'I' 
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In their feverish exultations, 

In their triumph and their yeaniing, 

In their passionate pulsations, 

In their words among the nations, 
The Promethean fire is burning. 



Shall it, then, be unavailing. 

All this toil for human culture? 
Through the cloud-rack, dark and trailing. 
Must they see above them sailing 
O'er life's barren crags the vulture? 



Such a fate as this was Dante's, 
By defeat and exile maddened ; 
Thus were Milton and Cervantes, 
Nature's priests and Corybantes, 
By affliction touched and saddened. 



But the glories so transcendent 

That around their memories cluster, 
And, on all their steps attendant, 
Make their darkened lives resplendent 
With such gleams of inward lustre ! 



All the melodies mysterious, 

Through the dreary darkness chaunted ; 
Thoughts in attitudes imperious, 
Voices soft, and deep, and senous. 

Words that whispered, songs that haunted ! 



All the soul in rapt suspension, 
All the quivering, palpitating 
Chords of life in utmost tension, 
With the fervor of invention. 
With the rapture of creating! 



Though to all there is not given 

Strength for such suhlimo endeavor, 
Thus to Bcale the walls of heaven. 
And to leaven with fierv leaven 
All the henrt.s of men for ever; 



I 



Yet all bards, whose hearts unhlighted 

Honor and believe the presage, 
Hold aloft their torches lighted, 
Gleaming through the realms benighted. 
As they onward bear the message I 



THE LADDEK OF ST. AUGUSTINE. 

Saint Augustink I well hast thou said, 
That of our vices we can frame 

A hxdder,* if we will but tread 

lieneath our feet each deed of shame I 



All common things, each day's events. 
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The low desire, the base design, 

That makes another's virtues less ; 
The revel of the treacherous wine, 

And all occasions of excess ; 

The longing for ignoble things ; 

The strife for triumph more than truth ; 
The hardening of the heart, that brings 

Irreverence for the dreams of youth ; 

All thoughts of ill ; all evil deeds. 

That have their root in thoughts of ill ; 

Whatever hindci*s or impedes 

The action of the nobler will; — 

All these must first be trampled down 

Beneath our feet, if we would gain 
In the bright fields of fair renown 

The right of eminent domain. 

We have not wings, we cannot soar ; 

But we have feet to scale and climb 
By slow degrees, by more and more, 

The cloudy summits of our time. 

The mighty pyramids of stone 

That wedge-like cleave the desert airs, 

WTien nearer seen, and better known, 
Are but gigantic flights of stairs. 

The distant mountains, that uproar 

Their solid bastions to the skies, 
Are crossed by pathways, that appear 

As we to higher levels rise. 

The heights by great men reached and kept 
Were not attained by sudden flight. 

But they, while their companions slept. 
Were toiling upward in the night. 
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Standing on what too long we bore 
With shoulders bent and downcast eyes. 

We may discern — ^unseen before-^ 
A path to higher destinies. 

Nor deem the irrevocable Past 
As wholly wasted, wholly vain. 

If, rising on its wrecks, at last 
To something nobler wc attain. 



THE PHANTOM SHIP. • 

In Mather's Magnalia Christi, 

Of the old colonial time. 
May bo found in prose the legend 

That is licre set down in rhvmo. 

A ship sailed from New Haven, 
And the keen and frosty airs, 

That tilled her sails at parting, 

Were heavy with good men's pra^rerR. 

** O Lord ! if it be thy pleasure '* — 
Thus prayed the old divine — 

** To bury our friends in the ocean, 
Take them, for they are thine ! *' 



* A ilctaiUrd account «»f this "ni»parition of a Ship in tlic Air" is given by Cotttui 
Mather in his Magiinlia ChriBti, Book I. Ch. VI. It is containHl in a letter ftt»m the 
Rev. JnniCH Picrpont, PaHtor of New llaveiL To this account Mather aUds thene 
words ■ — 

" Reader, there being yet living so many credible gentlemen, that were eyo- 
witncHses ()f tliis won«lerfiil tiling, I venture t^> publish it for a thing as undoubU*d 
as 'tis wouflerfid." 



' ■>■; 
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But Master Lambertou muttered, 

And under his breath said he, 
" This ship is so crank and walty, 

I fear our grave she will be ! " 

And the ships that came from England 
Wlien the winter months were gone, 

Brought no tidings of this vessel. 
Nor of Master Lamberton. 

This put the people to praying 

That the Lord would let them hear 

AMiat in his greater wisdom 

He had done with friends so dear. 

And at last their prayers were answered : — 

It was in the month of June, 
An hour before the sunset 

Of a windy afternoon, 

WTien, steadily steering landward, 

A ship was seen below, 
And they knew it was Lamberton, Master, 

Who sailed so long ago. 

On she came, with a cloud of canvas. 
Bight against the wind that blew. 

Until the eye could distinguish 
The faces of the crew. 

Then fell her straining topmasts, 

Hanging tangled in the shrouds ; 
And her sails were loosened and lifted, 

And blown away like clouds. 

And the masts, with all their rigging, 

Fell slowly, one by one ; 
And the hulk dilated and vanished, 

As a sea-mist in the sun ! 

X X 




Au. housea wherein men have lived aud d 

Arc haunted houaes. Through the open dooi':^ 
The harmless pliantoms on their erraada ghde, 
Willi feet that make no sound upon the floors. 



Wc meet them at the door-way, on the slair. 
Along the passages they come and go, 

Impalpable iniprcsaions on tlic wr, 

A sense of something moving to luid fro. 

There arc moi'e guests at (ahle tliaii the ho«lH 

Invited ; the illuminated hull 
Is thronged with quiet, inoffensive ghosts. 

As silent as the pictures on tlic wall. 



The stranger at my fireside cannot sec 

The forms I see, nor hear the sounds I hear; 

lie hut perceives what is ; while unlo me 
All that has been is visible and clear. 
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We have no title-deeds to house or lands ; 

Owners and occupants of earlier dates 
From graves forgotten stretch their dusty hands. 

And hold in mortmain still their old estates. 

The spirit-world around this world of sense 
Floats like an atmosphere, and everywhere 

Wafts through these earthly mists and vapours dense 
A vital hreath of more ethereal air. 

Our Uttlc lives are kept in equipoise 

By opposite attractions and desires ! 
The struggle of the instinct that enjoys, 

And the more noble instinct that aspires. 

These perturbations, this perpetual jar 

Of earthly wants and aspirations higli. 
Come from the influence of an unseen star. 

An undiscovered planet in our sky. 

And as the moon ft'om some dark gate of cloud 
Throws o'er the sea a floating bridge of light, 

Across whose trembling planks our fancies crowd 
Into the realm of mystery and night, — 

So from the world of spirits there descends 
A bridge of light, connecting it with this. 

O'er whose unsteady floor, that sways and bends, 
Wander our thoughts above the dark abyss. 




DAYLIGHT AM) MOONLIGHT. 



In brond ilnylij^lit, ami ut iinn 
Yesterday I snw (lie moon 
Sailing bigh, but faint anil w) 
As ft schoolboy's ]inper kite. 
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But at length tlie feverish day 
Like a passion died away, 
And the night, serene and still, 
Fell on village, vale, and hill. 

Then the moon, in all her pride, 
Like a spirit glorified, 
Filled and overflowed the night 
With revelations of her light. 

And the Poet's song again 
Passed like music through my brain ; 
Night interpreted to me 
All its grace and mystery. 




IN THK CHURCHYARD AT CAMBRrDGE. 



In the village cliurcliyanl she IJ 
Duat is in her beautiful nyet,, 



At her feet and at her head 
lAcs a slave to attend the dead. 
But their dust is whib 



Was ahc a lady of high dvgivc, 
So much in love vith vanit; 

And foolish pomp of this world of o 

> it Chiistian charity, 



And lonlin 



uid humility, 



The richest and rarest of alt dov 



Who =liall k'll 11^ ? No one si^aks : 
Xo color aliools into those cheeks, 

Eithei' of Biigcr or of jii'idc, 
Al the rude questiun hc have asked ] 
Nor will the nij'slorj bo tinniaskcd 

Bv those who are slot'[>ing nt her side. 



llci'Cttfter? — And do you think to look 
On the terrible pages of that Book 

To find her failings, faults, and erruis ? 
Ah, jou will then bove other cares. 
In your owu shod -comings and desj>nii'», 

In voiir own seciet sins mid teiToi-s! 



THE EMPEROR'S BIRD'S NEST. 



Once the Emperor Charles of Spain, 
With his swarthy, grave commandei-s, 

I forget ill what campaign. 

Long besieged, in mud and rain, 
Some old fix)ntier town of Flanders. 

Up and down the dreary camp, 
In great boots of Spanish leather, 

Striduig with a measmed tramp. 

These Hidalgos, dull and dump, 

Cursed the Frenchmen, cursed the weather. 

Thus as to and fio they went, 
Over upland and through hollow. 

Giving their impatience vent, 

Perched upon the Emperor's tent 
In her nest they spied a swallow. 

Yes, it was a swallow^s nest. 

Built of clay and hair of horses, 
Mane, or tail, or dragoon's crest. 
Found on hedge-rows east and west. 
After skirmish of the forces. 

Then an old Hidalgo said. 

As he twirled his gray mustachio, 
" Sure this swallow overhead 
Thinks the Emperor's tent a shed. 
And the Emperor but a Macho ! " * 



* MachOf in Spanish, signifies a mule. Golondriaa is the feminine form of Golon- 
drinOf a swallow, and also a cant name fur a deserter. 




Hii unbonued aud nuofraid 

Sat the swallow still atid brooded) 

Till tho constant cannonade 

Through the ivalls a brcaeli had made, 
Aud tlio sicfje «fts thus concluded. 

IIkh tilt ami) elscwheie bent, 
Siiuck its tents as if disbanding. 

Onlj not the Emperor's lent, 

I'or he ordcied, ero he went, 

\ ory ciirtly, " Jxrivo it tljindiiig ' '" 

So It stood tlieix; nil alone, 

Looselj flapping, torn and tatleied. 
Till the brood «a.s fledged and flown, 
Singnig o'er lliosc walls of stone 

"\Miicb the cnnnon-ohot had sbndeied. 




THE GOLDEN MILE-STONE. 



Leaplkbs ai'e the trees ; their purple branches 
Spread themselves abnutd, like reefs of coral, 

Rifling ntlcnt 
In the Bed Son of the Winter Buiiset. 

From the hundred chimtieyB of the village, 
Like the Afreet in tlie Arabian Btorj', 

Smoky columns 
Tower aloft into the air ol amber. 



lUIlIiS DP PASSAUR 

At tli(> wimluw vt'mVa tic flickering fire-liglir: 
Ilurc aui] tboK' tlm Iiim{iB of oTcoing f^IJiai 

Social wiilth-fircs 
AnBirering; one oiiutliur tlinm^li liio doi^tneM. 

On ilic hearth the Ughtwl logs ivre glowing, 
And like Ariel iu tlio cluvcii piiio-tn-i? 

For JiB frfcdum 
Gronnu nnd hijjiIis tlif nir iinpriaonnl i 

Bj' Lh« finmiAc thiirc are old men »<>alH, 
StH^iiig ruitiiHl cities in the oshos, 

Asking sadly 
Of til.' Pmil whnt it can no'or roal 

H_y llio firesidi' thei-o aro youUifiil dicomerii, 
Ituiidiiig cOBtlcs fair, with stntcly Htninrnya. 

AAiiig blindljr 
Of tiui Future whnt it ciinnut giro thorn. 

By thg firosiije tragejiea nre acted 

Tn who§0 HOODUB n|i|)OBr Iwn odors only, 

Wifo nud husband. 
And above thcni God the Bole RpccUilor. 

By the tiresido there are peace and comfort, 
WivcB and children, with fair, thoughtful faces, 

Waiting, watching 
For a wcll'known footstep in the passage. 

Each man's chimney is his G«ldcn Milc-sUine ; 
Is the centra) point, fixnn which he measures 

Through the gateways of llic world around him. 

In his furlliest wanderings still he ^iccs it; 
Hears the talking flame, tlic answering night-win 

Af he heard Ihcni 
When he sal with ihiw who were, but are not. 



% 
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Happj lie whom neither wealth nor fashion, 
• ■ Nor the inarch of the encroaching citv, 

Drives an exile 
From the hearth of his ancestral homestead. 



We may build more splendid habitations, 

Fill our rooms with paintings and with sculpturr.^. 

But we cannot 
Ihiy with gold the old associations ! 



THE JEWISH CEMETERY AT NEWPOKT. 



How strange it seems I These Hebrews in their giavi's, 
Close by the street of this fair seaport town, 

Silent beside the never-silent waves, 

At rest in all this moving up and down ! 



'Hie trees are white with dust, that o'er their sleep 
Wave their broad curtains in the south wind's brcalli, 

While underneath such leafy tenta they keep 
The long, mysterious Exodus of Death. 



And these sepulchral stones, so old and brown. 
That pave with level flags their burial-place. 

Seem like the tablets of the Law, thrown down 
And broken by Moses at the mountain's base. 




CloHL-J are the poiialE of tlieir Svntigoguu, 
No Psaluis of David notr the silence brtak. 

No Rabbi reada Ihc iiiicieiit Deuiluguc 
In the grnmi ilialect ttic Propliels spake. 



Uouc lire the living, but the Jt'nd ii 

And not neglected ; fur a hmid u 
•'^eullcring its bounty, like a si 

Still keeps their <rnive!i and their remenibraiice greoii. 



llmv came tluT b.ir,' Wbal bm>( nf ( 
What |^el■>^.'^:l1tillll, llll■|■eil^>^ !iiiil iiliiid. 

Dtwo oVr ibc soa— llmt ik'suil il,>MiliilL'- 
'I'lii'^i' l.-lii!iael> iiii.l lliiu'iiis "f miii.kii 



Tlioj livud ili imium atiwl'^ mid btiies obw-i 
Glicttu niul Jl1denstnls^, in niiili and mir 

Tilu^llt ill llic ^■L■llUill of imlieiice to eiidiiie 
Tlic life of .iii.'oi.h and llie di-atli of tiiv 



All thoi. livL.^ I.U-, Willi Ibo OokMVUud blOUd 

And binei I1C1I.S of exile iiii.l il., foai>.. 
The wiu^tiji^' fiiJLiiiie of the lieatt lliej lid. 

And ^kked ,1. \],\rr,l «ub iiK.iab of tlieii kai 
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Anathema maranatlia ! was the cry 

That rang from town to town, from street to street ; 
At every gate the accui*sed Mordeeai 

Was mocked and jeered, and spurned by Christian feet. 



Pride and humiliation hand in hand 

Walked with them through the world where'er they went ; 
Trampled and beaten were they as the sand, 

And vet unshaken as the continent. 



For in the background tigui-es vague and vast 
Of patriarchs and of prophets rose sublime. 

And all the great traditions of the Past 
They saw reflected in the coming time. 



And thus for ever with reverted look 

The mystic volume of the world they read, 

8i>eHing it backward, like a Hebrew book, 
I'ill life became a Legend of the Dead. 



But ah ! what once has been shall be no more. 

The groaning earth in travail and in pain 
Brings forth its raees, but does not restore. 

And the dead nations never rise again. 
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OLR-EK UASSELIN." 



Ik the- Valley uf iLo Viit 

Still U sceii an anciont mill, 

Witli Ht gables qunint and queer. 

And Iwneath the windoir-Rill, 

On the stone. 

These words uluuu : 

" Oliver Baaael'ui lived here." 

Far ftbore it, on tho eUse^, 

Ruined stands the old Ch&teau ; 
Nothing but tho donjon -keep 
Loft for shelter or for show. 
Its vacant oyue 
Stare at the tkien. 
Stare at ^e valley green and dee)^. 

Once a convent, old nnd brown. 

Looked, but all ! it looks no moiT 
From the neighboring hillside dovri 
On the rushing and the roai' 
or the stream 
Whose sunny gleam 
Cheers the little Norman town. 

In that darksome mill of stone, 
To the water's dash and din. 
Careless, humble, nnii unknown, 
Sang the poet Basselin 
Songs that fili 
That nneicnl mill 
With a splcn-lor of its mvn. 



ic iiru.'i.iii 
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Never feeling of unrest 

Broke the pleasant dream he dreamed ; 
Only made to ho his nest, 
All the lovely valley seemed ; 
No desire 
Of soaring higher 
Stirred or fluttered in his breast. 



True, his songs were not divine : 

Were not songs of that high nr(, 
Wliioh, as winds do in the pine, 
Find an answer in eaeh heart : 
But the mirth 
Of this green earth 
Lauirhcd and revelled in his line. 



From the alehouse and the inn. 
Opening on the narrow street, 
(\'ime the loud, convivial din, 
Singing and applause of feet, 
The laughing lays 
That in those days 
Sang the poet Basselin. 



In the castle, cased in steel. 

Knights, who fought at Agincourt, 
Watched and waited, spur on heel ; 
But the poet sang for sport 
Songs that rang 
Another clang, 
Songs that lowlier hearts could feel. 



In the convent, clad in gray, 
Sat the monks in lonely cells. 

Paced the cloisters, knelt to pray. 
And the poet heard their bells ; 




HD8 OF PASSAUE. 

But hh rhyiucH 
Found utIiE'r chimes, 
Kearor to t}iL> earih than thi'y. 

Gone arc all llic baruim boli]. 

Gone are all the knights and aqniitis. 
Gone tlip abbot stem and eoM, 
And the brotherhood of friais ; 
Not a name 
Epmains to fame, 
From those monltlering dnya of old 1 

But the poel'fl memory liure 

Of the landscape niakea & part ; 
Like iJie river, swift and elofir, 

I'lonit hb> Roaft through many a heorl; 
Haunting still 
That ani'ient mill, 
III the \'nllej of t\\v \\t\: 






TITK DISCOVERER OF THE NORTH CAPE. 



Othkrk, (he old sen-captain, 

Wlin dwelt in Helgolnnd. 
To Kinp Alfn-d. the Lover of Tnith, 
Brought a Bnow-white walnia-tnotli. 

Which he held in his hrown rip;ht hand. 



HIRDS OF PASSAGE. 

nil* Hjpin woH tall nmi sUtoly, 
Like & bojr'« hiH eye ttppcnivil : 

II'in luur trnn J'Clluw M hay. 

But Uinwls iif a sIlvL-rj gray 
filonni'il in liin tnwnv bcnni. 



llrarly nii.l hale nnti (Hhorc, 

His L*hiM.'k hiui l)i<< colour of ocJi ; 
With a kind of Uugli In hix iipt>wli, 
I.iki! tJiu M>a-lii1u 1)11 a lioiich, 
A' uni'i llii' KiiiK Iif H|ii»kii. 



And AJfrod. Kiiij; ur Uio Smoiib, 
Hud & book ii|>iiu liifi knees. 

And wrote down the wondmue bth! 

Of hitn wh" wni- Hrsl (o iuiil 
Iiitu tlio Ari-lk M'lu.. 



'■ S, fill- I livp lo tljo r 




And beyond them met'es and pinii 

To the westward all is stca. 



" So fw I live to the northward. 

From the harbour of Skeringca-hnle, 
If jou only Bailed by day, 
With a fair wind all the way. 

More than a month would you sail. 



"I own sii hundreil reindeer. 

With plieep and Bwiiie beside ; 
I have tribute from the Finns, 
Whalebone and roindeer-ekiiis, 
And ropes of wnlmB-hide. 
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** I ploughed the land with horses, 

But my heart was ill at ease, 
For the old seafarins: iiieu 
Came to me now and then, 

With their sagas of the seas ; — 



** Of Iceland and of Grecnlund, 

And the stormy Hebrides, 
And the undiscovered deep ; — 
I could not eat nor sleep 
For thinking of those seas. 



*• To the nuithward stretched the desert, 

How far I fain would know ; 
So at last I sallied forth, 
And three days sailed due north, 
As far as the whale-ships go. 



" To the west of me was the ocean, 

To the right the desolate shore, 
But I did not slacken sail 
For the walnis or the whale, 
Till after three days more. 



** The days grew longer and longer, 
Till they became as one, 

And southward through the haze 

I saw the sullen blaze 
Of the red midnight sun. 



'* And then upi*ose before me, 

Upon the water's edge, 
The huge and haggard shape 
Of that unknown North Cape, 
Whose form ib like a wedge. 



*'rour days i Bieorea lo cast warn, 

Four days without a iiight: 
liound iu a fiery ring 
Went the gix»at sun, O King, 
With rod and hirid light/' 



lleixj Alfred, King of the Saxun.s, 

Ceased writing for a while : 
And raised his eyes fi*oni his hook. 
With a strange and puzzled look. 
And an incredulous smile. 



But Othere, the old sea-eaj»tain. 
He neither paused nor stirred. 
Till the King listened, and then 
Once more took up his pen. 
And wrote down everv wor<l. 



*• And now the land," said Othere, 
** Bent southward suddenly, 

And I followed the curving r^hore 

And ever southward hore 
Into a nameless sea. 
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** There were six of us altogether, 

Norsemen of Helgoland ; 
In two (lavs and no more 
^Ve killed of tluni threescore, 

And dragged them to the strand I " 



Here Alfi'ed the Truth-Teller 

Suddenly closed Iiis hook, 
And lifted his blue ejes, 
With doubt and strange surmise 
Depicted in their look. 



And Othere the old sea-caj)tain 

Stared at him wild and weird. 
Then smiled, till his shining teeth 
Crleamed white from underneath 
His tawny, quivering beard. 



And to the King of the Saxons, 

In witness of the truth, 
Kaising his noble head. 
He stretched his brown hand, and said, 

** Behold this walrus-tooth I '' 



3<>0 
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VICTOR GALBRAITH.* 



Under tlio walls uf Monterey 

At daybreak the bugles began to play, 

Victor Galbraith ! 
In the mist of the morning damp and gray, 
These weie the word^ they seemed to say, 

*' Come forth to thy death, 

Victor Galbraith ! " 

Forth he came, with a martial tread ; 
Firm was his step, erect his head ; 

Victor Galbraith, 
lie who so well the t)ui»'le plavcd, 
Con hi not mistake the words it said : 

** Come forth to thy death, 

Victor Galbraith ! "' 



He looked at the earth, he looked at the sky, 
lie looked at the files of musketrv, 

Victor Galbraith ! 
And he said, with a steady voice and eye, 
*' Take good aim ; I am ready to die ! *' 
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Twelve fiery tongues flashed straight and red, 
Six leaden balls on their errand sped ; 

Victor Galbraith 
Falls to the ground, but he is not dead ; 
His name was not stamped on those balls of lead, 

And they only scath 

Victor Galbraith. 



Three balls are in his breast and brain, 
But he rises out of the dust again, 

Victor Galbraith ! 
The water he drinks has a bloody stain ; 
*• O kill me, and put me out of my pain ! " 

In his agony prayeth 

Victor Galbraith. 



Forth dart once more those tongues of flam<\ 
And the bugler has died a death of shame, 

Victor Galbraith ! 
I lis soul has gone back to whence it came. 
And no one answers to the name. 

When the Sergeant saith, 

*' Victor Galbraith ! '' 

Under the walls of Monterey 
By night a bugle is heard to play, 

Victor Galbraith ! 
Through the mist of the valley damp and gray 
The sentinels hear the sound, and say, 

" That is the wraith 

Of Victor Galbraith ! '' 




For I h.Niv vui, lit vmiv |,lav, 
Ami th- qiic-liu:is ihaf ]ii'i|ilrxo(l t 
\\»y Viiiii~li(.'a <iiiil.- „^^,>w. 



Ye ..[H.'ii tlif oa^tmi «i„.l.iiv.-., 
TImt li«>k t.iwiinls iIh- :.mi. 

Wlic'i-e tlioiif;liTs ai'c ^iiiijliip siviillows, 
Aii.l III.- br,".U- <.r iii"liiiii<' mil. 
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In your hearts are the birds and the sunshine, 

In your thoughts the brooklet's flow; 
But in mine is the wind of Autumn 

And the first fall of the snow. 

Ah ! what would the world be to us 

If the children were no more? 
\Vq should dread the desert behind us 

Worse than the dark befoie. 

WTiat the leaves are to the forest, 

With light and air for foo<l, 
Kre their sweet and tender juices 

Have been hardened into wood, — 

That to the world are children ; 

Through them it feels the glow 
Of a briffhter and sunnier climate 

Than reaches the trunks below. 

Come to me, O ye children ! 

And whisper in my ear 
What the birds and the winds are singing 

In your sunny atmosphere. 

For what are all our contrivings, 

And the wisdom of our books, 
Wlien compared with your caresses, 

And the gladness of your looks? 

Ye are better than all the ballads 

That ever were sung or said; 
For ye are living poems. 

And all the rest are dead. 



:i A 




Opte.v I think ot' die bunutii'iil U 

I'haC ia M-'aled bjr the sea ; 
Often iu thought go up and Jowii 
The plcHsant streets of that dcai' oM town, 
And my youth coaiee hack to me. 
Anil a verae of a Lnpland song 
Is haunting in}' nicinitry still : 
■' A boy's will ie the wind's will, 
And the thoughts of youth are long, lung Ihoiightti." 

I cau tec the filiadowy Ij 

And catch, in sudden glea 
The sheen of the far-surrounding seas. 
And islands that were the Hesperides 
Of all my bojiah dreams. 

And the burden of that old song, 
It murmurs and whispers still ; 
" A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughte." 

I remember tlie black irhnrves and the slijw, 

And the sea-tides tossing free ; 
And Spanish sailors with bearded lips. 
And the beauty and niystery of the sliips, 
And the magic of the sea. 

And the voice of that wayward song 
Is singing and saying still: 
" A boy's will is the wind's will, 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 
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I remember the bulwarks by the shore, 

And the fort upon the hill ; 
The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar. 
The drum-beat repeated o'er and o'er, 
And the bugle wild and shrill. 
And the music of that old song 
Throbs in my memory still : 
** A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 

I remember the sea-fight far away,^' 

How it thundered o'er the tide ! 
And the dead captains, as they lay 
In their graves, o'erlooking the tranquil bay, 
Wliere they in battle died. 

And the sound of that mournful song 
Goes throuich me with a thrill : 
** A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 



I can see the breezy dome of groves, 
The shadows of Deering's Woods : 
And the friendships old and the early loves 
Come back with a sabbath sound, as of doves 
In quiet neighborhoods. 

And the verse of that sweet old song, 
It flutters and murmurs still : 
" A boy's will is the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts. 



» 



I remember the gleams and glooms that dart 

Across the schoolboy's brain ; 
The song and the silence in the heart, 
That in part are prophecies, and in part 

Are longings wild ami vain. 



* This WAS the engagement between the EInterprise and Boxer, off the harbour of 
Portland, in which both captains were slain. Tliey were buried side by side, in the 
cemetery on Mountjoy. 
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And the voi?e of that fitful song 
Hiiiga (111, and IB never atill : 
" A boy'8 will ie tlie wind's will, 
All J tlif UioiighlB of vouth ore long, lung thoughts." 

Tliere wc tilings of which I oiaj' not 8i>eak ; 

Thciv arc drooma tbat touiiol die ! 
There are thoughts that niabc the strong heart wonli 
And bring a jiallur into the dieek, 
And & niiet before the cje. 

And tlic words of tbat fotnl song 
fomi- over me like a chill : 
" A boj'a will ia the wind's will. 
And the thoughts of jouth arc lun^, luog thoughtK." 

Strauge tu me now &re the fonii;* I meet 

"Wlieii 1 visit the dear old t*)Wn ; 
But the native air b pure and sweet, 
And the trees that o'eraliadnw eaeh well-known slree' 
As tbej balaooe iij> and dnwti. 
Are aio^ng the beautiful fwng, 
An- sifthiiig Jiiid whivperiii;; still : 
'■ A b^.v's will i> (he MinU's will. 
And the thoughls ..f vi.iith atv hmn, long thonghls." 

And Dccring's Woods are fresh and fail'. 

And wilb joy tliut is ulniost |>atn 
My hofti-t goes Uiek lo wnnder there. 
And aDiOlig llic dieuins of the days that were 
I find my lost youth again. 

And the stninge and beautiftd miiig, 
The givves are i^iK-ating it still : 
" A boy'« »ill is the wind's will. 
And the llionghls of youth are long, long thuught.s." 




SANTA FILOMENA.* 

Whenever a noble deed is wrought, 
Wliene'er is spoken a noble thought, 

Our hearts, in glad surprise, 

To higher levels rise. 

The tidal wave of deeper souls 

Into our inmost being rolls. 
And lifts us unawares 
Out of all meaner cares. 



Honor to those whose words or deeds 
Thus help us in our daily needs, 
And by their ovei-flow 
Raise us from what is low ! 



Thus thought I, as by night I read 
Of the great army of the dead, 
The trenches cold and damp, 
The starved and frozen camp, — 

The wounded from the battle- plain. 

In dreary hospitals of pain. 
The cheerless corridoi's, 
The cold and stony floors. 



* " At Pisa the church of Saii Fraiicisco contAinH a ehafiel dedicated lately to 
8anta Filoinena ; over the altar is a {ticture, by Babatelli, representiog the Saint 
as a beautiful, nymph-like figure, floating down ftY>m heaven, attended by two 
angels bearing thf lily, ])alni, and Javelin, and beneath, in the foreground, the sick 
and maimed, who are healed by her intercession." — Mrs. Jameson, Sacred and 
Legendary Art, II. "298. 
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Lo 1 ill (liat Uouac of miaery 

A lady witb a lump 1 sec 

PosB tliiviugli tlie glinuncnng gluoi 
And flit from room to loom. 



And alow, as in a drcani of blisi 
Tho NpeeelilcES sufFi^rei- tnnis \ii 1 
Iter shadow, aa ii falls 
Upon Ihe darkening walls. 




Aa if a door in huaveu sboutd Ite 
0|iencd and tlieii closed auddeiily. 
The viaion caon; and went, 
ThR light shone and woe siK-iit. 

On Englond'e auuals, through the long 
ITereofter of lier appech and song. 
That light ilB ra}'a shall cinat 
From jHHlais of tin- past. 
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SANDALPHOK. 



JIavk you read in the Talmud of old, 

In llic Legends the Rabbinn have luld 

Of the limitless realms of tlie air, — 

Have jou read it, — the mancllous Mlory 

t>f Siiiidalphon, the Angel of Olorj, 
Sandalphon, tlic Angel of Prnyer? 




) tbo mpliiroiis throng. 
Unmoved by the niBli of the ooiig, 

Willi eyes uiiio) passioned tind slow, 
Among tlio di'ttd aiigi-ta, lite d«Lt)ile»( 
Sondnljihoii stands liutontni; brt'itllilcss 

To sounds ttint asfond fnim l)olow ; — 

!&om the spirits uii eni-tli that adore. 
From tl)e souls that entreat an<l implore 

III the fervor and passion of prayer i 
From the hearts that ore broken with tosses, 
And weary with dragging the crosses 

Too heavy for mortals to bear. 

And be gathers the prayers as he stands. 
And they change into flowers in his hands, 

Into garlands of purple and red ; 
And beneath tlic great arch of the portal. 
Through (he sti'eeta of the City Immortal 

Is wafted the fi'ngrnnee ihcy shed. 

It is but a legend, I know, 
A fable, a phantom, a show, 
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Of the ancient Rabbinical lore ; 
Yet the old mcdiseval tradition, 
The beautiful, strange superstition, 

But haunts nie and holds nie the mure. 



When I look from my window at night, 
And the welkin above is all white. 

All throbbing and panting with stars, 
Among them majestic is standing 
Sandalphon, the angel, expanding 

Ilis pinions in nebulous bars. 



And the legend, I feel, is a part 

Of tlie hunger and thirst of the heart. 

The frenzy and fire of the brain. 
That gi'asps at the fruitage forbidden. 
The golden pomegranates of Eden, 

To quiet its fever and pain. 



3n 



A WIND came up out of the sea, 

And said, " O mists, make room for me." 

It hailed the sliips, and cried, ** Sail on, 
Ye mariners, tlie night is gone." 

And hurried landward far away, 
Crying, " Awake ! it is the day." 

It said unto the forest, " Shout ! 
Hang all your leafy banners out!" 

J 






' t 



1 



It touched the wood-bird's folded wing, 
And said, ** O bird, awake and sing." 

And o'er the farms, ** O chanticleer, 
Your clarion blow ; the dav is near." 

It whispered to tlie fields of corn, 

** Bow down, and hail tbo coming mom." 

It shouted through the belfry-tower, 
** A'wako, ( ) bell ! proclaim the hour." 

It crossed the churchyard with a sigh, 
And said, '* Not yot ! in quiet lie." 



THE OOIIRTSHIP Of MILES STANDISH. 




lIILi;« STANDTSK, 



In the Old Colinij- ilaja, ii) Pijiuoutli llie laud of the Pilgriim 
To ami fro in a rauiu of liis ainipli.- and priniitivi: dwelling. 
Clad in doubh't and liu»c, nnd IwoLs of Curduviin U-utiicr, 
■Sti'odc with II niLii'tial uir, Miles StiinJisii iIr' I'liriliiii C'liptiiii: 
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15r()wn lus u nut wtis liis face, but his russet beard was already 

Flaked witli patches of snow, as hedges sometimes in November. 

Near Iiiin was seated John Alden, his friend, and househokl companion. 

Writing with diligent speed at a table of pine by the window ; 

Fair-haired, azure-eyed, with delicate 8axon complexion. 

Having the dew of his youth, and the beauty thereof, as the captives 

Whom Saint Gregory saw, and exclaimed, *• Not Angles but Augels/' 

Youngest of all was he of the men who came in the May Flower. 

Suddenly breaking the silence, the diligent sciibe inteiTupting, 
Spake, in the ])ride of his heart, Miles Standish the Captain of Plymoutli. 
** Look at these arms, *' he said, ** the warlike weapons that hang here 
Burnished and bright and clean, as if foi' parade or inspection I 
This is the sword of Damascus 1 fought with in Flanders ; this breastplate. 
Well I lemember the day ! once saved my life in a skirmish; 
Here in front you can sc'c the very dent of the bullet 
Fired point-blank at my lieart by a Spanish arcabucero. 
Had it not been of sheer steel, the forgotten bones of Miles Standish 
Would at this moment be mould, in their grave in the Flemish morasses.'* 
Thereupon answered Jolm Alden, but looked not up from liis writing: 
** Truly the breath of the Lord hath slackened the speed of the bullet ; 
He in his mcicy jncsnved you, to be our shield and our weapon!" 
Still the Captain continued. uMhcc<rmg the words nf the stripling: 
** See, how bright tbey are bMrnished, as if in an aisenal hanging ; 
That is because I have doin' it nivs«'lf. and n«»t Ictt it to othei's. 
Serve yourself, would you be well served, is an excellent adage ; 
So I take care of mv aims, as vou of vnur pens and vour inkhorn. 




Dance on the vrn\tv of tlic Kca. and vanish again in a moment 

AMcn laughed as Iii' nTOte, nu<l still llic Captain continued : 

" Look ! you ctLn sec Irnin tliin window my brazen liowitzer planted 

High on the roof of ihe church, a jiroiicher wlio speaks to the purpose, 

Steady, alraigh (forward, and strong, with irresistible logic, 

Orthodox. 6ashing comiclion light into tha hoarlfi of (ho heathen, 

Kow we nre roBdy. I think, for any aHsnult of the Indians ; 

I-et tliem come, if thev like, and the sooner they try it the better, — 

Lei llicni come if they like, lie it sagamore, sncheni, or pow-wow, 

Aspinet, iSaniosct. C'orbitaiit. Squanto, ot Tokaninhnnion ! " 




Loi.ir Hi t)ie wiiulnw li<. M.""i, nnd ttistfiilly -n^o.l «n tlio Iftiidseapo, 
\V.iy|ir,l Willi a col.1 firnv misl. tlif vnimry In-ealli of tlip cnst wItuI, 
Foivst ami m.wl..>v ni.-ll.i)). mul tli- str.'l-l.lu.- ni.i uf tlio ocMii, 
IijiDg Mfiii niiii sail, ill (lie nftpriUMjn -liailmvs iiml siiiishini'. 
Over liis cimnti'iiiuii-p Hittcil ii slijulow likt tli(sc rm the landscape, 
Olooiii iiitmniiiKk-ci ivitU li^lit; iind Iiis vnk-o was suI.Jiied with emotion. 
Tendoriiesfi. ]>iU", icn;iil, a< nflcv a pause lie pTOCct'dcil : 

\o 1 (I cii.-. mi lli<> liill l.v (Ilp sea. li.-s luiviod Rose Slandisli ; 
Ben f 1 ow of lovo, tlint lilonmod for me by the wnysido ! 
SI a* tl o first li. die of nil who cnino in tlio May Flower ! 
f r en ah ■ Ii.t is ciwvin- il.i' field of »lioat we have sown tliere, 
Bctt to i de fioni til..' Indian sc-oiits the graves of our people, 
Leat tl ej IloiiIi! eoiiiil tliptii mid see linw many alreaily liave perislitHl ! " 
Sa llj I f TO lie averted, and stride up and down, and was tliotightful. 



1 t tli< 



oppo^ii 



wnll « 



i n slic'lf of liooln, ami amonft llicm 
dike f,.r linlk nnd for binding; 




liuriffe's Artillery Ouide, anil llii' OommeiitariL's of Citwnr, 
Oiil of tlie r,atin H'onslalcd by Arthur Ooldinge of Londoii, 
And, Hi if guarded by these, between them was standing tlic Bible. 
Musing a moment before them, Miles Standish paused, os if doubtful 
Wliieh of the three he should choose for his consolation and comfort, 
^^liethcr the viani of llie Hebrews, the famous eompaigna of the Uomniis. 
Or the Artillery pracliec, designed for belligerent Cbristinns. 
Finally down from its sliclf lie di-aggcd the ponderous Roman, 
Seated himself at the window, and opened the book, and in silence 
Turned o'er the wtll-worn leaves, wbere tluinib- marks thick on the margin 
I-ike the trample of feet, proclnimed llie battle was hottest, 
Xuihing was heard in the room hut the hurrying (ten of ilie stripling, 



IT. 



LOVE AND FRIENDSHIP. 



^ * 



Nothing was heard in the room but the hun'ying pen of the stripling. 

Or an occasional sigh from the laboring heart of the Captain, 

Reading the marvellous words and achievements of Julius Caesar. 

After a while he exclaimed, as he smote with his hand, palm downwards. 

Heavily on the page : " A wonderful man was tliis Cajsar ! 

You are a writer, and I am a fighter, but here is a fellow 

Who could both write and fight, and in both was equally skilful !" 

Straightway answered and spake John Alden, the comely, the youthfiil : 

** Yes, he was equally skilled, as you say, with his pen and his weapons. 

Somewhere I have read, but where I forget, he could dictate 

Seven lettei's at once, at the same time writing his memoirs." 

** Truly,'' continued the Captain, not heeding or hearing the other, 

** Truly a wonderful man was Cains Julius Cfcsar ! 

Better be first, he said, in a little Iberian village, 

Than be second in liome, and I think he was right when he said it. 

Twice was he married before he was twenty, and many times after ; 

Battles five hundred he fought, and a thousand cities he conquered ; 

He, too, fought in Flanders, as he himself has recorded ; 

Finally he was stabbed by his friend, the orator Brutus ! 



^U/-»w nr\ \•rk\^ ur\f\w \v^^rti ^^r^ A\A 
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Then to widen the ranks, and give more room for their weapons ; 
So he won the day, the battle of Something-or-other. 
That's what I always say ; if you wish a thing to be well done, 
You must do it yourself, you must not leave it to others ! " 

All was silent again ; the Captain continued his reading. 
Nothing was heard in the room but the hurrying pen of the stripling 
Writing epistles important to go next day by the May Flower, 
Filled with the name and the fame of the Puritan maiden Priscilla ; 
Every sentence began or closed with the name of Priscilla, 
Till the treacherous pen, to which he confided the secret, 
Strove to betray it by singing and shouting the name of Priscilla ! 
Finally closing his book, with a bang of the ponderous cover, 
Sudden and loud as the sound of a soldier grounding his musket, 
Thus to the young man spake Miles Standish the Captain of Plymouth : 
** When you have finished your work, I have something important to tell you. 
Be not however in haste ; I can wait; I shall not be impatient !" 
Straightway Alden replied, as he folded the last of his letters. 
Pushing his papers aside, and giving respectful attention : 
** Speak ; for whenever you speak, I am always ready to listen. 
Always ready to hear whatever pertains to Miles Standish." 
Thereupon answered the Captain, embarrassed, and culling his phrases : 
" 'Tis not good for a man to be alone, say the Scriptures. 
This I have said before, and again and again I repeat it : 
Every hour in the day, I think it, and feel it, and say it. 
Since Rose Standish died, my life has been weary and dreary ; 
Sick at heart have I been, beyond the healing of friendship. 
Oft in my lonely hours have I thought of the maiden Priscilla. 
She is alone in the world ; her father and mother and brother 
Died in the winter together ; I saw her going and coming, 
Now to the grave of the dead, and now to the bed of the dying, 
Patient, courageous and strong, and said to myself, that if ever 
There were angels on earth, as there are angels in heaven, 
Two have I seen and known ; and the angel whose name is Priscilla 
Holds in my desolate life the place which the other abandoned. 
Long have I cherished the thought, but never have dared to reveal it. 
Being a coward in this, though valiant enough for the most pai*t. 
Go to the damsel Priscilla, the loveliest maiden of Plymouth, 
Say that a blunt old Captain, a man not of words but of actions. 
Offers his hand and his heart, the hand and heart of a soldier. 




i(! Minds, villi kijiiw, Imt llii^ In short is iiij- meaning ; 

kor of ivftr, anil not a nmkei' of plirnses, 

ii-c lii'L'il nn n st'liiilar, can say it in elegant language, 

u ii'nil ill vnui' buoki of the p]i»uliiigH and wuoings of lovers, 

II lliiiik bcHt adapted to win the heart of n nmidtm." 
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When he Imd spoken, Jolni Alden, the fair-haired, taciturn striplinp^, 
All aghast at his words, surprised, eniharrassed, bewildered, 
Trj^ing to mask his dismay by treating the subject with lightness, 
Trying to smile, and yet feeling his heart stand still in his bosom, 
Just as a timepiece stops in a house that is stricken by lightning. 
Thus made answer and spake, or rather stammered than answered : 
** Such a message as that, I am sure I should mangle and mar it ; 
If you would have it well done, — 1 am only repeating your maxim, — 
You must do it yourself, you must not leave it to others I " 
liut with the air of a man whom nothing can turn from his j)urpose, 
Gravely shaking his head, made answer the Captain of Plymouth : 
" Truly the maxim is "rood, and I do not mean to irainsav it ; 
But we must use it discreetly, and not waste powder for nothing. 
Now, as I said before, I was never a maker of phrases. 
I can march np to a fortress and summon the place to surrender. 
But march up to a woman with such a proposal, I dare not. 
I'm not afraid of bullets, nor shot from the mouth of a caimon. 
But of a thundering * No ! ' point-blank from the mouth of a woman, — 
That, I confess, I'm afraid of, nor am I ashamed to confess it ! 
80 yon nuist grant my request, for you are an elegant scholar. 
Having the graces of speech, and skill in the turning of phrases." 
Taking the hand of his friend, who still was i*eluctant and doubtful, 
Holding it long in his own, and pressing it kindly, he added : 
** Though I have spoken thus lightly, yet deep is the feeling that prompts me ; 
Surely you cannot refuse what I ask in the name of our friendship ! " 
Then made answer John Alden ; ** The name of friendship is sacred : 
Wliat you demand in that name, I have not the power to deny you ! " 
So the 8tix)ng will prevailed, subduing and moulding the gentler ; 
Friendship prevailed over love, and Alden went on his errand. 
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So llie alroiig nil! ptvvniloil, and AlJcn went on bis ermnil. 
Out of the etrcot of tlie village, anil into the paths of the fort»t. 
Into the tranquil wooila, whore biue-hiida and robins were buUdiiij; 
Towns in the populous trce«, with hanging gardens of verdure, 
Pcaceiiil, aerial cities of joy nud affection and froedoin. 
All arouud him was calm, but within hiii) commotion anil uoiiflict. 
Love contending with friendship, anil self with each generous impulso. 
To and fro in his breast his thoughts weru heaving aud da»hii)g. 
As in n foundering ship, with pvory hill of ihe vessel. 
Washes ike bitter sen, the merc-ilass surge of iho ocean ! 
" Must I relinquish it all," be cried wilh a wild lament 
" Must I relinquish it all, the jny, the hope, Ihe iUusioa f 
"Was it for this I hare loved, and waited, and worshipped in 
Was it for this I have MU,nei\ llu' Hvii.g foil and the slunluw 
Over the wiiitLj- sea, to ihc desolalu slicni-s of New England ? 
ilfiil, and out of its de^iths of comi|itioii 
I, the nUHty phantoms of passion : 
em, but arc onlj <lelusions of Satan. 
; 1 fvol it. I see it distinctly ! 
This is the hand of the Lord ; it is laid ujion nie in anger, 
For I have follow.^d too nmc-h the heart's desires and devices. 
Worshipping Astarodi blindly, and injiiious idols of IJaal. 
'Jliis is Ihe cross I must bear ; the sin ami the swift ivtribufion." 




Tiuly the hciil is doe. 
Jtise, like an cxluilalio 
Angels of light they s 



Ko tlirough the PI_\iiioulh woods .lolni Aldeii went on his errand ; 
Crossing the brook at the foi-d, wluTi' it brawled over pebble and shn)li» 
Galheripig still, as lie went, the May-Howers blooming aixiiind him. 
Fragrant, tillitig llie air with a strange and wonderful swwtness, 
Children lost in the woods, and covered wllh leaves in their shunber. 
" I'uritnii flowers," he said, " and the typi' of rurlliin maidens, 
Mwlcsl and siniole and sweet, the verv'tvtie of I'liscilla ! 




So I will (ftke them to her; to Priscilla the Maj-flower of Plymouth, 

Afodcat and simple and sweet, aa a parting gift will I take them ; 

Breathing their silent fartwclls, as they fade and wither and perish. 

Soon to be thrown away an is the heart of the giver." 

So through the Plymouth wooda John Alden went on his errand ; 

Came to an open space, and saw the disk of the ocean, 

Sailless, sonihre and cold with the comfortless hreath of the cast wind ; 

Saw the tii^w-built house, and people at work in a meadow ; 

Heard, as he drew near the door, the muBieal voice of Priscilla 

Singing the hui>dredth Pealni, the grand old Puritan anthem, 

Music lliat Luther sang to the sacred words of the Psalmist, 

Full of the breath of the Lord, consoling and eomforting many. 
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Wr »l.iU' liiinds f..e.li.i.u: the r„ve..>.iis sphidl,., 
.1 u-i ill.' imiille >li<- pii.lfd 111.- ivlwl in its luoti 
hi]. liiv tliL- «ull-.vum psnlm-ljt«.k of Aiiiswortli, 
:> Ai>mtei'd.iii>. llie wouU niiil lliu iiiiisic (..gcllit-r, 
Uoiifih-heivii. iiiigiilur ■.^.k'^. like sluues in tlic wall of h di.iit.-liv.i,,l 
Darkened u.id oviliiinj; by the niNi.iri;; vine „f (lie veis,.-. 
Such was llii; biiok freni wh.Bie yingeB she sanjr the old I'uritaii nntli 
.She. the Puritan ;;iil. in the .-»hlnde «l' the f-rosl, 
Mokiii;; [he huinl'Ie hiiiise aii.l thi- tnudesl api.aivl uf honie-spiiii 
ISeaiiliful will, h.T beu.itv. :ii>d rieh «iih til.' w.alrh »f h.-r k-lii.. ! 




Over him r Mcii like n nmd tiint is keen aiiJ «]1 and nlcntlcss, 
Tlioughls of nlint m ght hate been nnd tlie weight and woe of liis ei'raiid ; 
All the drenn a that had faded and all tl i hopes that ha 1 iari»hed, 
All his lift, lienecf rtl a drear> and tcna ill -ks niansi n 
llnuiite<l ly vai i rfgicts at 1 pall I sorriHful fiiccs 
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Suddenly ceased; for PrisoiUay aroused by hb step on the threshold. 

Rose as he entered, and gave him her hand, in signal of welcome. 

Saying, ^* I knew it was you, when I heard your step in the passage ; 

For I was thinking of you, as I sat there singing and spinning." 

Awkward and dumb with delight, that a thought of him had been mingled 

Thus in the sacred psalm, that came from the heart of the maiden. 

Silent before her he stood, and gave her the flowers for an answer. 

Finding no words for his thought. He remembered that day in the winter. 

After the first great snow, when he broke a path fi-om the village, 

Reeling and plunging along through the drifts that encumbered the doorway^ 

Stamping the snow from his feet as he entered the house, and Priscilla 

Laughed at his snowy locks, and gave him a seat by the fireside. 

Grateful and pleased to know he had thought of her in the snow-storm. 

Had he but spoken then ! perhaps not in vain had he spoken ; 

Now it was all too late ; the golden moment had vanished ! 

So he stood there abashed, and gave her the flowers for an answer. 

Then they sat down and talked of the birds and the beautiful Spring-time, 
Talked of their friends at home, and the May Flower that sailed on tlu 

morrow. 
" T have been thinking all day, '^ said gently the Puritan maiden, 
" Dreaming all night, and tliinking all day, of the hedge-rows of England, — 
They are in blossom now, and the country is all like a garden ; 
Thinking of lanes and fields, and the song of the lark and the linnet. 
Seeing the village street, and familiar faces of neighbors 
Gt)ing about as of old, and stopping to gossip together, 




Tlici'cupon anawercJ tlio juiitli :— " IndutMi I ilu not cundemn you ; 
Stouter hearts llian a won a b hav quailed in this tcriibte winler. 
Youra is tender a d Iruat ug a d nccda a stronger to lean on ; 
So I have conic to ou ow th an offer and proffer of marriage 
.Made by a good m n a d true M les Standish tlic Captain of Plynioutli ! '' 

Thus he delivered his raeasage, the dexterous writer of letters, — 
Dill uot embellish tlie theme, nor array it in beautiful phrases, 
Itiif came straight to the point, and bliiiied it out like a sehoolboy ; 
Even the Captain himself could hardly have said it moro bluntly. 
Mute with amazement and sorrow, Priscilla the Puritan maiden 
Looked into Alden's face, her cyee dilated with wonder. 
Feeling his words like, a blow, that stunned her and rendered her apeechlcsi 
Till at length she eiclaimed, interrupting the ominous silence: 
" If the great Captain of Plymouth is so very eager to wed me. 
Why does he uot eome himself, and take the trouble to woo me? 
If I am not worth the wooing, I surely am not worth the winning ! " 
Then John Alden began explaining and smoothing the matter, 
Making it worse as he went, by saying the Captain was busy, — 
Had no time for such things ; — such things ! the words grating harshly 
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'J'heu you make known your desire, with abrupt and sudden avowal, 

And are offended and hurt, and indignant perhaps, that a woman 

Does not respond at once to a love that she never suspected, 

Does not attain at a bound the height to which you have been climbing. 

This is not right nor just: for surely a woman's affection 

Is not a thing to be asked for, and had for only the asking. 

When one is truly in love, one not only says it, but shows it. 

I lad he but waited awhile, had he only showed that he loved nie, 

Even this Captain of yours — who knows? — at last might have won me, 

(-)ld and rough as he is ; but now it never can happen.'' 

Still John Alden went on, unheeding the words of Priscilla, 
Urging the suit of his friend, explaining, persuading, expanding; 
Spoke of his courage and skill, and of all his battles in Flanders, 
How with the people of God he had chosen to suffer affliction. 
How, in return for his zeal, they had made him Captain of Plymouth ; 
He was a gentleman born, could trace his pedigree plainly 
Back to Hugh Standish of Duxbury Hall, in Lancashire, England, 
Who was the son of Jlalph, and the grandson of Thui-ston de Standish ; 
Heir unto vast estates, of which he was basely defrauded, 
Still bore the family arms, and had for his crest a cock argent 
Combed and wattled gules, and all the rest of the blazon. 
He was a man of honor, of noble and generous nature ; 
Though he was rough, he was kindly; she knew how during the winter 
lie had attended the sick, with a hand as gentle as woman's ; 
Somewhat hasty and hot, he could not deny it, and headstrong. 
Stern as a soldier might be, but hearty, and placable always. 
Not to be laughed at and scorned, because he was little of stature ; 
For he was great of heart, magnanimous, courtly, courageous ; 
Any woman in Plymouth, nay, any woman in England, 
Might be happy and proud to be called the wife of Miles Standish ! 

But as he warmed and glowed, in his simple and eloquent language^ 
Quite forgetful of self, and full of the praise of his rival, 
Archly the maiden smiled, and, with eyes overrunning with laughter. 
Said, in a tremulous voice, ** Why don't you speak for youi-self, John ? " 



Into the opeu air Joha Alden, perplexed and bewildered, 
Rushed like a man insane, and wandered alone by the sea-side ; 
Paced up and down the sands, and bared his head to the east wind, 
Cooling his heated brow, and the fire and fever within him. 
Slowly as out of the heavens, with apocalyptical splendors, 
Sauk the City of God, in the vision of John the Apostle, 
So, with its cloudy walls of chrysolite, jasper, and sapphire. 
Sank the broad red sun, and over its turrets uplifted 
Glimmered the golden reed of the angel who measured the city. 

" Welcome, O wind of the East ! '' he exclaimed in his wild exultation, 
" Welcome, O wind of the East, from the caves of the misty Atlantic ! 
Blowing o*er fields of dulse, and measureless meadows of sea-grass. 
Blowing o'er rocky wastes, and the grottoes and gardens of ocean ! 
Lay thy cold, moist hand on my burning forehead, and wrap me 
Close in thy garments of mist, to allay the fever within me ! " 

Like an awakened conscience, the sea was moaning and tossing, 
Beating remorseful and loud the mutable sands of the sea-shore. 
Fierce in his soul was the struggle and tumult of passions contending ; 
Love triumphant and crowned, and friendship wounded and bleeding, 
Passionate cries of desire, and importunate pleadings of duty ! 
" Is it my fault," he said, ** that the maiden has chosen between us? 
Is it my fault that he failed, — my fault that I am the victor ? " 
Then within him there thundered a voice, like the voice of the Prophet : 
" It hath displeased the Lord ! " — and he thought of David's transgression, 
Bathsheba*s beautiful face, and his friend in the front of the battle ! 




Rocked on Ihc rising tiilc, mid roailj to sail on tlie niorrow ; 

Heard the voices of men lhroii(;rh the mist, the rnttle of cordage 

Thrown on the deek, the shouts of the mate, and the aailom' '■ Ay, ay, Sjr ! 

Clear and distinel, but not loud, in the dripping air of the twilight. 

Still for a moment he Blood, and listened, and stared at the vessel, 

Then went hurriedly on, aa one vrho, seeing a phantom. 

Slops, then quickens his pace, and follows the beckoning shadow. 

" Yes, it is plain to me now," he murmured ; " the hand of the Lord is 

Leading me out of the land of darkness, the bondage of error. 

Through the sea, that shall lift the walls of its waters around me, 

Hiding me, cutting me off from the cruel thoughts that pursue me. 

Back will I go o'er the ocean, this dreary land will abandon. 

Her whom I may not love, and him whom my heart has offended. 

Better to be in my grave in the green old churchyard in En^and, 

Close by my mother's side, and among the dust of my kindred ; 

Better he dead and forgotten, than living in shame and dishonor ; 

Sacred and safe and unseen, in the dark of the narrow chamber 
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With me mj aeercl ihal] Ke» like a taried jewel tii«C gKannen 
Bright on the hend thet is dost, m the ehamben of eilenee and 
Yeiy •■ the maimge ring of the greet eepomel hereafter ! * 

Thin as he speke, he tuned, m the strength of his Mlx%mg nnofaition, 
Lesnog behind him the shore, end harried along in the twili^t;. 
Through the congenial gk>om of the forest silent and eomlMPa, 
Till he beheld the lights in the seven houses of mjrmoath. 
Shining like seven stars in the dusk and mist of the evening. 
Soon he entered his door, and found the redoubtable Captain 
Sitting alone, and absorbed in the martial pages of Ceaar, 
Fighting some great campaign in Hainault or Brabant or FlandetB. 
** Long have yo\i been on your errand,'' he said with a cheery demeanor. 
Even as one who is waiting an answer, and fears not the iasue. 
'* Not far off in the house, although the woods are between us ; 
But you have lingered so long, that while jou were going and oomin^ 
I liavo fought ten battles and sadced and demolished a citj. 
Come, sit down, and in order relate to me all that has happened," 

Then John Alden spoke, and related the wondrous adTenture, 
From beginning to end, mmutely, just as it happened ; 
How ho had seen Priscilla, and how he had sped in his eoortahipy 
Only smoothing a little, and softening down her refusal, 
liut when he came at lenp^tli to the words Priscilla had spoken. 
Words so tender ami cruol : ** Why don't you speak for youi-self, John ? " 
l'|» leaped the Captain of Plymouth, and stamped on the floor, till his armor 
Clanged on the wall, where it hung, with a sound of sinister omen. 
All his pent-up wrath burst forth in a sudden explosion, 
Even as a hand-grenade, that scatters destruction around it. 
Wildly he shouted, and loud : ** John Alden ! you liave betrayed uie ! 
Me, Miles Standish, your friend ! have supplanted, defrauded, betrajed nie ! 
( )ne of my ancestors ran his sword through the heart of Wat Tyler ; 
Who shall prevent me fi-om running my own through the heart of a tmitor ? 
Yours is the greater treas«>n, for yours is a treason to friendship ! 
You, who lived under my roof, whom 1 cherished and loved as a brother ; 
Y'ou, who have fed at my hoard, and drunk at my cup, to whose keeping- 
1 have intrusted my honor, my thoughts the most sacred and secret, — 
Y'ou too, lirutus ! ah woe to the name of friendship hereafter ! 
Brutus was Caesar's friend, and you were mine, but henceforward 
Let there be nothing hotwcon us save war, and implacahle hatred !'' 
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So spake the Cajitaiii of Plymouth, and strode about in the chamber, 
Chafing- and cliukinu^ with nv^a ; like cords were the veins on his temples. 
But in the midst of his angtr a man appeared at the doorway. 
Bringing in uttermost haste a message of urgent importance, 
Ilumoi*s of danger and war and hostile incursions of Indians ! 
Straiglitway the Captain paused, and, without furtlier cpiestion or parley. 
Took from the nail on the wall his sword with its scabbard of iron, 
Buckled the belt round his waist, an<l, frowning tiercoly, departed. 
Alden was left alone. He heard tlie clank of the scal)l)ard 
Growing fainter and fainter, and dying away in the distance. 
Then he arose from his seat, anil looked forth into the darkness, 
Felt the cool air blow on bis clieok, that was hot with the insult, 
Lifted his eyes to the heavens, aiul, folding his hands as in childhood, 
Praved in the silence of niiiht to ibe Father who seeth in secret. 

Meanwhile the choleric Captain strole wrathful away to the council. 
Found it already assembled, impatiently waiting his coming ; 
Men in the middle of life, austere and grave in deportment. 
Only one of them old, the hill that was nearest to luaven. 
Covered with snow, but erect, the excellent Ekler of Plymouth. 
God had sifted three kingdoms to find the wheat for this planting. 
Then had sifted the wheat, as the living seed of a nation ; 
So say the chronicles old, and such is the faith of the people ! 
Near them was standing an Indian, in attitude stern and defiant, 
Naked down to the waist, and grim and ferocious in aspect ; 
While on the table before them was lying unopened a Bible, 
Ponderous, bound in leather, brass-studded, printed in Holland, 
And beside it outstretched the skin of a rattlesnake glittered, 
Filled, like a quiver, with anows ; a signal and challenge of wai-fare, 
Brought by the Indian, and speaking with arrowy tongues of defiance. 
This Miles Standish beheld, as he entered, and heard tliem debating 
Wliat were an answer befitting the hostile message and menace, 
Talkhig of this and of that, contriving, suggesting, objecting ; 
One voice only for peace, and that the voice of the Elder, 
Judging it wise and well that some at least were converted, 
Eatlier than any were slain, for this was but Christian behavior ! 
Then outspake !Miles Standish, the stalwart Captain of Plymouth, 
Muttering deep in his throat, for his voice was husky with anger, 
** What ! do you mean to make war with milk and the water of roses? 
Is it to shoot red s(piirrels you have your howitzer planted 
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There od tlie roof of the church, or is it to bbuDt red derUs? 
Truly the only tongue llint is imderetood by B savnge 

Must k' the tungiR. uf tiiu xhnt sjilmUs from the niuulh of tlie can; 

Tlicreupoii nii««vrf.l nml ™iil iIil- cxcollnil KIiUt of Plymouth, 

SuiiiL-nliut nmazL'd anil aliiniieil nt this iiTovL':'ciit liingiiagi.' : 

" Nut w tliiiiiglit Siiiut rmtl, nor ji-t iho otlii-r A[>osllc3: 

Ki>t from the cantion's niautli wore tliu toui,'iics of fire tliey spiikc 

But unheeded fell this mild rebuke ou llie (.'uptniii. 

Who liail advanced to the tahle, and thus continued discoursing ; 

" Leave this matter to nic, fur to me by right it pertaiucth. 

War is n terrible trade ; but in tlic cause that is righteous, 

Bwcct is the smell uf powdei'; and thus I answer the thallenge ! " 



Then from the rattlesnake's skin, with a sudden, contemptuous 
■ferking the Inih.in arrows, he tilled it with powder and bullets 
Full to the very jnws, and han<lcd it hack to the savage. 
Saying, in lliuudcriiig tones : " Here, take it ! this is your answe 
Silently out of the i-ooin then glided llio glistening savage, 
Bfiiriiig the serpent's skin, ami seeming him«elf like a serpent. 
Winding; hi« simions way in the dark lo the dqilli^- of ibe forest. 




THE SAILING OF THE MAY FLOWER. 



JuBT in the gray of the dawn, as the mists uprose from the meadonrs. 
There was a stir and a sound in the slumbering village of Plymouth ; 
Clanging and clicking of arms, and the order imperative, " Forward ! ' 
Given in tone suppressed, a tramp of feet, and then silence. 
Figures ten, in the mist, marclied slowly out of the village. 
Standisb the stalwart it was, with eight of his valorous array, 
Led hj their Indian guide, by Hohomok, friend of the white men, 
Northward marching to quell the sudden revolt of the savage. 
Giants they seemed in the mist, or the mighty men of King David ; 
Giants in heart they were, who helieved in God and the Bible, — 
Ay, who believed in the smiting of Midianites and Philistines. 
Over them gleamed far off the crimson banners of morning ; 
Under them loud on the sands, the serried billows, advancing, 
Fired along the line, and in regular order retreated. 
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liiid ihey marches!, wlion at length tlie villa^ of Flj-niuutli ^^^H 
xlii!]), and arose, intent on it» laaiiifold laburt. ^^^^| 

tir aiiU GoFt ; slowly tlic isniokc &um tho chimnejs ^^^^B 

of tliutcti, and puuitcd steadily eastward ; ^^^^B 

I from tlio (loora, and paused and talked of tbo wi^atbpr, ^^^^| 

iud had cliangcd, ond v/aa blowing fuir for tite Slny Klowcir ; ^^^^| 

Captain's departiuv, and all tW dangers that lueDOCod, ^^^H 

[Ii<; town, and what should be done in hi« oIisuuri. ^^^^H 

.a birda, and the tender vuiecs of womon ^^^^H 

li hynuiD the coninion carcfi of tlie household. ^^^^^M 

ruse the sun, and the billowa rejoiced uthJ»i uouiiug; ^^^^^^^^M 
his feet on the purple tops of the meuiilainB ^^^^^^^^^H 

sails of die 'May Flower riding at anchor, ^^^^^^^^^H 

ui^keDod and worn by all the slorms uf tlie winter. ^^^^^^^^^H 

her masts was hnngiug and Sapping Imr canro«, ^^^^^| 

y galen, anii patched by tlio hands of llio suilui's. ^^^^H 

lier side, as the suu rose over the ocean, ^^^| 

f Hinoke, and floated Hoaword ; anon rting ^^^^^M 

and forest tlie cannon's rear, and the echoes ^^^^^| 

ated the sound, the sigual-gun of departure ! ^^^^^| 

)uder echoes repli^ the hesrta of the people t ^^^^^^^^H 
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Many n mile had ihey marched, when at length the villoj^e of Plj' 
Woke from it« xleop, and arose, intent on it» manifold laburt. 
Sweet triu Hie air and soft ; slowly the isniokc &um the chimneys 
Rose UTor roo& of thatch, and pointed steadily 

MiiQ came foi'tii from tlio doora, and paused and talked of tbo weather. 
Said that the wiad had cliangcd, ond was blowing fair for tite May Kl 
Talked of iheir Captain's departure, and all the dangers that 
He being gone, the town, and what shcmld be done 
Mrrrily sang thn birds, and the teni 

C'onsocrateU witli hymnD the cooinion carcfi of the household. 
Out of the sen rose the sun, and the billows rejoiced at his eoailug 
Bcaatifiil woi-c his feet on the purple tops of the meunlains 
Beautiful on the sails of tJie May Flower riding at anchor, 
Battered and hluekenod and worn by all the storms uf tlie winter. 
I/wsely agaitixt her masts was hanging and Sapping lior 
Kent by M many galen, anii patched by tho hands of llio suilui's. 
Suddenly from hei 

Dni'Ud a. }iuff uf smoke, and floated Hoaword 
Loud over Kuld and forest tlie cannon's rear, and the eehoes 
JlcanJ and wpcated the sound, the sigual-gun of departure ! 
Ah ! but with louder echoes repli^ the hesrta of the people t 
Moi.klv, ill vimvs s,il,.lii.-d. the chapter vva< read from (he Hild. 

.Murklv lli>' \<r-.m>- was b,-iiii, but eiidrd in f.TVrnl eiitmitv '. 
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F-ivniosl luiiiin;;- llieiu »u> Ald.n. All iiij;ht he hn.i lab. without sliiniher, 
T<ii iiiu^' and tv>s>i.ig al,out iu the heat unrest uf his fever. 
]!.■ had beiudd Milfs S(iiiidi>li, «h„ came back late from the council, 
Sifilkinu: bitii the roiiii), .and lieaiil him mutter and murmur, 
Sninetinie'* it Reenird u pi.iver, and sometimes it sounded like sncaring, 
( Incc he l.>ul ennie (o (be bed, and stoo.1 there n inon.ent in silence ; 
Tben he had turned May. and snid: '■ I will not awake bini; 
]M him s!..,..|. "11. it i^ 1.1-1 ; (.;• wjiat U the ii«- ,.f nioro talking ! " 
'nifii he cMiii.^iii^hcd tlK- li-lit. and ibvov hiniM^lf down on his p.illet. 
Hissed ,ns be W.1S. anil Lc<iily to -t.-irt M (be biv;ik of the morning.— 
(■|.vir.-d blin-eif iviib rlie Ao-.xk In- had wnin iu liis campaigns in Flanders, — 
Sl.-pr n-^ a soMliT sl.vn- in iii^ bivouac, rcndv f„r aeli..n. 
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But with the dawn he arose; in tlic twiliglit A Men beheld him 

Put on his corslet of steel, and all the rest of his armor, 

Buckle about his waist his trusty blade of Damascus, 

Take from the comer his musket, and so stride out of the chamber. 

Often the heart of the youth had burned and yearned to embrace him, 

Often his lips had essayed to speak, imploring for pardon ; 

All the old friendship came back, with its tender and grateful emotions; 

But his pride overniiiAtered the nobler nature within him, — 

Pride, and the sense of his wrong, and the burning fire of the insult. 

So he beheld his friend departing in anger, but spake not, 

Saw him go forth to danger, perhaps to death, and he spake not ! 

Then he arose from his bed, and heard what the people were saying, 

Joined in the talk at the door, with Stephen and Kiehard and Gilbert, 

Joined in the morning prayer, and in the reading of Scripture, 

And, with the others, in haste went hurrying down to the sea-shore, 

Down to the l^lymouth Kock, that had been to their feet as a door-step 

Into a world unknown, — the corner-stone of a nation I 

There with his boat was the Master, already a little impatient 
Lest he should lose the tide, or the wind might shift to the eastward, 
Square-built, hearty, and strong, with an odor of ocean about him, 
Speaking with this one and that, and cramming letters and parcels 
Into his pockets capacious, and messages mingled together 
Into his narrow brain, till at last he was wholly bewildered. 
Nearer the boat stood Alden, with one foot placed on the gunwale. 
One still firm on the rock, and talking at times with the sailoi*s, 
Seated erect on the thwarts, all ready and eager for starting. 
He too was eager to go, and thus put an end to his anguish, 
Thinking to fly from despair, that swifter than keel is or canvas, 
Thinking to drown in the sea the ghost that would rise and pursue hira. 
But as he gazed on the crowd, he beheld the form of Priscilla 
Standing dejected among them, unconscious of all that was passing. 
Fixed were her eyes upon his, as if she divined his intention. 
Fixed with a look so sad, so reproachful, imploring, and patient, 
That with a sudden revulsion his heart recoiled from its purpose. 
As from a verge of a crag, where one step more is destruction. 
Strange is the heart of man, with its quick mysterious instincts ; 
Strange is the life of man, and fatal or fated are moments, 
Whereupon turn, as on hinges, the gates of the wall adamantine ! 
" Here I remain ! " he exclaimed, as he looked at the heavens above him. 




Thanking ihc Loi'd nhosc biontli had acutterotl ihc mist and tlie niadne&s. 

Wherein, blind and lost, lo ili'alL lie was Blaggering headlong, 

" Yonder Biiow-white cloud, that float* in the ether above nie. 

Seems like a Iiaiid thai is pointing and Iwckoning over the ocean. 

There is another hand, that is ziot ao s]>ectra1 and ghost-like. 

Holding me, drawing me back, and clasping mine for proteetion. 

Float, O hand of cloud, and vanisli awaj' hi the ether ! 

Roll thyself up like a fist, to threaten and daunt tne ; I heed not 

Either your warning or menace, or any omen of evil ! 

There is no land so sacred, no air so pure nnd so wholesome, 

As is the air she breathes, nnd the soil that is pi-essed by her footsteps. 

Here for her sake will I stay, and like an invisible presence 

Hover wound her for ever, protocling, supporting ln'r weakness ; 




Yeti! as my foot was the first that stepped on this rock at the landing, 
So, with the blessing of God, shall it be the last at tlie leavbg ! " 

Meanwhile the AIoBter atert, but with dignified air and importaot, 
Scanning witb watehful eye the tide and the wind and the weather, 
Walked about on the sands ; and the people crowded around him 
Saying a few last words, and enforcing bis careful remembraocc. 
Then, taking each by the hand, as if he were grasping a tiller, 
Into the boat he sprang, and in haste shoved off to his Tessel, 
Glad in his heart to get rid of all this worrj and fiurrj. 
Glad to be gone from a land of sand and sickness and sorrow. 
Short allowance of victual, and plenty of nothing but Gospel ! 
Liost in the sound of the oars was the lost farewell of the Filgrima. 
O strong hearts and true ! not one went back in the Klay Flower ! 
No, not one looked back, who had set his hand to this ploughing! 
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'l\Hik till' wiiiil on lioi' quarter, and stuod fur the open Atlantiu, 
llunie oil Die sand uf the sea, and the ewelling hcorte of tlic Pilji^rin 

I^iii;; in iiiIetiLi> tliov waidicd tlip ivrcding sail of the venacl, 
M iK'h cndi-aifd to tlu-in all, an Bonietliing liviTig and Immon ; 
'I'lii-n. titi if lillnl will) tlic i<])irit, and wrapped in a vision prophetic, 
HiiriTi;; liin Iwrnry lu-nd. the excelli'iit Kldi-r of Plyinoulli 
Said," Iji't ii.t prn_v ! " and t)u-j- ]ira,V(-4l,andtliatiked the Lord aii<I (o 
Miiinnrtillv miIiIkiI t)u< wnvcs at tiiu ba^o! of tlic ro?k, and above then 
(luwiil mid w)]i.''iH'ii'd llii' wlii-at on tlu> liill of dcadi, and their kindt 
Sccniitl to iiiTiikc in tlii'ir si«vi'*- and to join in tlio praj'cr tliat tliey 
Smi-ilUiininnl and wliilf. on llie custt'ni rer},'0 of tlic oe<-aii 
(ilcuninl llii- iK|iiiilinK fail, like ii ninrliU- nImIi in a grovojai-d ; 
Biiriiil ijt'ni'alli it h\\ fur I'vcr all Iui|>i- uf cscajiing. 
1^1 ! iin itii'v tiirni'il to il('|iiirt, tluv saw llie fuim uf nn Indian, 
Wati'liing t1ii-ni fi-oni llio kill : but vrliile they spake will) each other, 
I'oiiitin^' Willi uiitsircti-lH-.] Iiaiuls, iin.l snjing'. " Ijook I " lie had vaiii. 

Nu tlii'V ri'tur 1 lo tlnir hoiiiL'S ; but Aldon liiifrcrcd a little, 

.MiiMns alon.- ..i. tli.- >linr.'. tind wiitclilTis ibc wnsk of llio t.ill,.«-s 
Hound iIk' bax- of lli<- 1-ui'k. and tlir ^pukle and flash of the BUnshiiM 
I.iki' the cplril ..I' Cod, moving' visibly uvlt the waters. 
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" Ate you so mucii offeiiJed, you will not upeak to me? " enid she. 
" Am I so much to hiamo, that ycBt^nlay, when j'ou were pleading 
Wannly the cause of another, my heart, impulsive and wayward, 
Pleaded your own, and spake out, forgetful perhaps of decorum ? 
Certainly you eaii forgive me for speaking so frankly, for aaying 
What I ought not to have said, yet now I cnn never unsay it ; 
For there arc momenta in life, when the heart is so full of emotion, 
That if by chance it be shaken, or into Its depths like & pebble 
Drops some careless word, it ovcrilows, and its secret. 
Spilt on the ground like water, can never lie gafhrred together. 
Yesterday I was shocked, when I heard you speak of Miles Stniidii>li, 
Praising hia virtues, transforming his very defects into virtues, 
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Fmising lila coiinif^ and Btrcngth, and even his figlitiDg in Flandem, 

Ah if bj' fighting alunc you could win ihc heart of a woman, 

(jiiitc oviirlooking joursclf and thu rest, in exulting your heto. 

Therefore I fpiike as I did, by an irresistible impulse. 

VoU will forgive me, I ho[ic, for the sake of the fricnds'liip between us. 

Which 13 too true and too saered to be so easily broken ! " 

Thereupon answered John Aldcn, the stholnr, the fncnd of Miles StniiJi 

" I was not angry with you, with myself alone I was angry. 

Seeing how badly I nianngw! llie uialtcr I had in my keeping." 

" No ! " interiiipled llio nmiden, with answer prompt and decisive ; 

" No ; you wore angry wiih nie, for speaking so frankly aiul freolj. 

It was wrong, I aeknowlf.lge ; for it is the fate of a woman 

Long to bo giaticnt and silent, to wait like a ghost that is spceuhluss. 

Till some questioning voieo dissolves the spell of its silence. 

Hence is the inner life of so many siilTeritig women 

Sunless and silent and deep, like aublerrancan rivers 

Running through caverns uf darkness, mihcard, unseen, and nnfruitfiil. 

Chafing their channeN of stone, with endless and profitlcs 

Thereupon answered ■Tuhn Aldon, the young man, the lov 

" Heaven forbid it, Priscilla : and li'uly ihey seem to me always 

More like the beautiful livers that watcnil the garden of Blen, 

More like the river Euphrates, ihrongh dcsci'ts of Havilah flowing. 

Filling the land with delight, and memories sweet of the garden 1 " 

" Ah, by these words, T enii see," again inlerruptcil the maiden, 

" Kciw very litll,; yon pvi/.e me, ,.r i-iiv ll)i- what I am snyln;;. 

When fn>m tho depths of my heart, in pain anil with sceivt niiagiviii- 

Frankly I s[>eak to yon, a.iking for sjm|Kithy ordy and kindncfls, 

Sti'nighrway you lake up my words, that are jilain and diifct in enrtii-! 

Turn them away fi-om theii' meaning, and answer with tlallcring phrii^ 

This is not right, is not just, i» nut true to tho best tliat is in you ; 

For I know and estwm yon, and feci that your nature is noble, 

Tiifiing mine up to a higher, a more elliereal level. 

Tlieicforo I value ymir IHcndsiiip. and feel it perhaps the move keenly 

If v.ni sav an-ht that imi.lie>. 1 am .iiily as .uie anionir many, 
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He who but ycstciday pleaded so glibly the cause of another, 

Stood there embarrassed and silent, and seeking in vain for an answer. 

So the maiden went on, and little divined or imagined 

What was at work in his heart, that made him so awkward and speechless. 

" Let us, then, he what we are, and speak what we think, and in all thuigs 

Keep ourselves loyal to truth, and the sacred professions of friendship. 

It is no secret I tell you, nor am I ashamed to declare it: 

I have liked to be with you, to see you, to speak with you always. 

So I was hurt at vour words, and a little affronted to hear vou 

Urge me to marry your friend, though he were the Captain Miles Standish. 

For I must tell you the truth : much more to me is your friendship 

Than all the love he could give, were he twice the hero you think him." 

Then she extended her hand, and Alden, who eagerly giasped it. 

Felt all the wounds in his heart, that were aching and bleeding so sorely, 

Healed by the touch of that hand, and he said, with a voice full of feeling : 

** Yes, we must ever be friends ; and of all who offer you friendship 

Let me be ever the first, the truest, the nearest and dearest ! " 

Casting a farewell look at the glimmering sail of the May Flower, 
Distant, but still in sight, and sinking below the horizon, 
Homeward together they walked, with a strange, indefinite feeling, 
That all the rest had departed and left them alone in the desert. 
But, as they went through the fields in the blessing and smile of the sunshine, 
Lighter grew their hearts, and Priscilla said very archly : 
** Now that our terrible Captain has gone in pui"suit of the Indians, 
Where he is happier far than he would be commanding a household, 
You may speak boldly, and tell me of all that happened between you, 
When you returned last night, and said how ungrateful you found me." 
Thereupon answered John Alden, and told her the whole of the story, — 
Told her his own despair, and the direful wrath of Miles Standish. 
Whereat the maiden smiled, and said between laughing and earnest, 
" He is a little chimney, and heated hot in a moment ! " 
But as he gently rebuked her, and told her how much he had suffered^ — 
How he had even determined to sail that day in the May Flower, 
And had remained for her sake, on heanng the dangers that threatened, — 
All her manner was changed, and she said with a faltering accent, 
*' Truly I thank you for this : how good you have been to me always ! " 

Thus, as a pilgrim devout, who toward Jerusalem journeys. 
Taking three steps in advance, and one reluctantly backward, 




K ilii' stulwaii Milea StontlUU was niarcliiiig stiMdil;^ uurLliuuril, 
W'iiiiliijg tlirmigh fui-eflt aiid swamp, and almig tlic Uvnil uf the sca^slion;. ' 
All day long, willi hardly a. halt, tlie fire of liia anger 
Burning and crackling witliin, and the snlphurous odur uf [inwdcr 
Seeming mure sweet to his noatrila thau all the Acenid of tlii; forest. 
Silent and moody he went, and much he revolved his discHimtbrt; 
llo who was used to success, and to ea«y victories alway". 
Thus to he flouted, rejected, and laughed to scorn by 4 nioiden, 
Thus to be mocked and betrayed by the friend whom most he had tmated ! 
Ah ! 'hvas too niucli to W burin.', and be fretted und i-Iuifed in his arnicjiir I 
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T/)oking up at the lives, and the constellations beyond ibeni. 

AHer a tlii'ce dnys' mniTli he came to an Indian oiicampmont 

I'iielied on tbe head of a roeailoiv, between ihe sea and the fovisl. : 
Women nt work by the tents, and tlie warnoi's. honid with war-[iaint, 
SiMtril iilHJiit a Hie, anil smoking and talking to.getber ; 
\V1,„, nl,(.,i tbey .-uu iium ^,Ur iln. su.ldon (ip[noaeb of flic while nion. 
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Saw the flash of the sun on breastplate and sabre and musket, 

Straightway leaped to their feet, and two, from among them advancing, 

Came to parley with Standish, and offer him furs as a present ; 

Friendship was in their looks, but in their liearts there wjis hatred. 

Braves of the tribe were these, and brothers gigantic in stature, 

Huge as Goliath of Gath, or the terrible Og, king of Bashan ; 

One was Pecksuot named, and the other was called Wattawaniat. 

Hound their necks were suspended their knives in scabbards of wampum, 

Two-edged, trenchant knives, with j>oints as sharp as a needle. 

Other aims had they none, for they were cunning and crafty. 

" Welcome, English ! '' they said, — these words they had learned from the 

traders 
Touching at times on the coast, to barter and chaffer fur peltiies. 
Then in their native tongue they began to parley with Standish, 
Through his guide and interpreter, Ilobomok, friend of the white man, 
Begging for blankets and knives, but mostly for muskets and powder, 
Kept by the white man, they said, concealed, with the plague, in his cellai*s, 
Ready to be let loose, and destroy his brother the red man ! 
But when Standish refused, and said he would give them the Bible, 
Suddenly changing their tone, they began to boast and to bluster. 
Then Wattawaniat advanced with a stride in front of the other. 
And, with a lofty demeanour, thus vauntingly spake to the Captain ; 
** Now Wattawaniat can see, by the fiery eyes of the Captain, 
Angry is he in his heart ; but the heart of the brave Wattawamat 
Is not afraid at the sight. He was not born of a woman. 
But on a mountain, at night, from an oak-tree riven by lightning. 
Forth he sprang at a bound, with all his weapons about him, 
Shouting, * WTio is thei-e hero to fight with the brave Wattawamat ? ' " 
Then he unsheathed his knife, and, whetting the blade on his left hand, 
Held it aloft, and displayed a woman's face on the handle. 
Saying, with bitter expression and look of sinister meaning : 
** I have another at home, with the face of a man on the handle ; 
By and by they shall marry ; and there will be plenty of children ! " 

Then stood Pecksuot forth, self-vaunting, insulting Miles Standisli : 
WTiile with his fingers he patted the knife that hung at his bosom. 
Drawing it half from its sheath, and plunging it back, as he muttered, 
** By and by it shall see ; it shall eat ; ah, ah ! but shall speak not ! 
This is the mighty Captain the white men have sent to desti-oy us ! 
He is a little man ; let him go and work with the women ! " 




Mvanwiiilc Standiah had noted the Toccs and fignrcs of ladiaiia 
I'M'jiiiig anil creeping about from bush to tree in the forest, 
l'"rigiiiTig to l(iok for gnino, with on'owa set on their boW'Strings, 
Drawing about him still closer nnd closer tbc net of their anibuHb. 
lint undaunted he stood, and dissembled and treated them amootlil^- ; 
So the old ehroniclcB say, that were writ in the days of the Others. 
But when he licard their dctiancc, the boost, the taunt, and the insult, 
All the hut blood of liis race, of Sir Hugh and of Thurston de Standisli 
Uoiled und beat in his heart, and swelled in the veins of his tciuplcs. 
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Headlong he leapt on the boaster, and snatching his knife from its seabhard, 

Plunged it into his heart, and, reeling backward, the savage 

Fell with his face to the sky, and a tiendlike fierceness upon it. 

Straight there arose from the forest the awful sound of the war-whoop. 

And, like a flurry of snow on the whistling wind of December, 

Swift and sudden and keen came a flight of feathery arrows. 

Then carae a cloud of smoke, and out of the cloud came the lifrhtninff, 

Out of the lightning thunder ; and death unseen ran before it. 

Frightened the savages fled for shelter in swamp and in thicket. 

Hotly pursued and beset ; but their sacbem, the brave Wattawamat, 

Fled not ; he was dead. Unswerving and swift had a bullet 

Passed tlirough his brain, and he fell with both hands clutching the greensward, 

Seemiufj in death to hold back from his foe the land of his fatbei's. 

There on the flowers of the meadow the warriors lay, and above them. 
Silent, with folded arms, stood Ilobomok, friend of the white man. 
Smiling at length he exclaimed to the stalwart Captain of Plymouth : 
" Pecksuot bragged very loud, of his courage, his strength, and his stature, — 
Mocked the great Captain, and called him a little man ; but I sec now 
Big enough have you been to lay him speechless before you ! " 

Thus the first battle was fought and won by the stalwai-t Miles Standish. 
\Mien the tidings thereof were bi-ought to the village of Plymouth, 
And as a trophy of war the head of the brave Wattawamat 
Scowled from the roof of the fort, which at once was a church and a fortress, 
All who beheld it rejoiced, and praised the Lord, and took courage. 
Only Priscilla averted her face from this spectre of terror. 
Thanking God in her heart that she had not married Miles Standish ; 
Shrinking, fearing almost, lest, coming home from his battles. 
He should lay claim to her hand, as the prize and reward of his valor. 
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Vlll. 
THK SPINNfNG-WIfKKr,. 



Month nftcT month pn&si^il nwny, and in Aulumii Llio sliips iif tit* morchADt* 

Camo rith kinJrcd and fi'ioiid«, witli cattle and com fur tlic Pilgrimn. 

All ill llio village wm peace ; the men were intent un ihtir lolMirii, 

Buh; witli liewiug; und building, with gnrden-pltit and with mcroMtiiad, 

Btuij' with brcaliing tbu gh'bv, nnd mowing the gmtM in lli« DieHdows, 

Sevching the aea for itH Hah. atitl hunting the doer in the furi.«t. 

All in the villagv wna pt-ntv : hut at limes the rumour uf warfnre 

F11]e<l the air with nlami, and the apprehension uf dutiger. 

Bravely the stalwart Milmi Slaiidish waa seoiiring the land witli liiji foit*». 

Waxing valiant in light and defeating the aliun omiiis, 

Till Ilia name had heeuine a sound at fear to tlie nations. 

Anger wod siill hi his liuurtj hut at tiniea remorse and coiitiilii 

Which in all noblu natures »uocced the puuionnte outbreak, 

Camo like a rising tide, that eneountere the rush of n river. 

Staying ila cuiTcnt nwliile, but ninltin^r it bitter nnd hriickisb. 

Meanwhile Alden at home had built him a new habitation. 
Solid, Btibstanlial, of timber rough-hewn from the firs of the forest 
Wooden-barred was the door, and the roof was corered with rushes ; 
Latticed the windows were, and the window-panes were of paper. 
Oiled to admit the light, while wind and rain were excluded. 
There too he dug a weU, and around it planted an orchard : 
Still may be seen to thia day, eome traee of tlie well and the orehard. 
Close to the house was the stall, where, safe and secure from annoyance, 
Kaghom, the snow-white steer, that had fallen to Alden'a allotment 
In the division of eattle, might ruminate in the nigbt-time 
Over the pastures he cropped, made fragrant by sweet pennyroyal. 

Oft when bia labor was tinisbed, with eager feet would the dreamer 
Follow the pathway that ran through the woods to the house of Priscilla, 
Led by allusions romantic and subtile deceptions of fancy. 
Pleasure disguised as duty, and love in the semblance of IViendahip. 
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Ever of her be thought, when he fashioned the walls of his dwelUng ; 
Ever of her he thought, wheu he delved in the soil of his gardeu ; 
Ever of her he thought, when he read in his Bible on Sunday 
Praise of the virtuous woman, as she is described in the Proverbs, — 
How the heart of her husband doth safely trust in her always. 
How all the days of her life she will do him good, and not evil, 
How she seeketh tlie wool and the Hax and worketli with gladness, 
How she layeth her hand to the spindle and lioldetli the distatf. 
How she is not afraid of tlie snow for herself or her househobU 
Knowing her household are clothed with the scai lot cloth of lier weaving ! 

So as she sat at lier wheel one afternoon in the Autumn, 
Alden, who opposite sat, and was watching her dexterous fingers, 
As if the thread she was spinning were that of his life and his fortune. 
After a pause in their talk, thus spake to the sound of the sj)indle. 
** Truly, Prisciila," he said, ** when I see you s|)inning and spinning, 
Never idle a moment, but thrifty and thoughtful of othei-s, 
Suddenly you are transformed, are visibly changed in a moment ; 
You are no longer Priseilla, but liertha the Beautiful Spinner." 
Here the light foot on the treadle grew swifter and swiftt'r ; the spindle 
Uttered an angry snarl, and the thread snapped short in her fingers. 
While the impetuous speaker, not heeding the mischief, continued : 
" You are the beautiful Bertha, the spiimer, the queen of Helvetia ; 
She whose story I read at a stall in the sti-eets of Southampton, 
Who, as she rode on her palfrey, o'er valley and meadow and mountain. 
Ever was spinning her thread from a distaff fixed to her saddle. 
She was so thrifty and good, that her name passed into a proverb. 
So shall it be with your own, when the spinning-wheel shall no longer 
Hum iu the house of the farmer, and fill its chambers with music. 
Then shall the mothers, reproving, relate how it was in their childhood, 
Praising the good old times, and the days of Priseilla the spinner ! " 
Straight uprose from her wheel the beautiful Puritan maiden, 
Pleased with the praise of her thrift fi*om him whose praise was the swcHitest, 
Drew from the i*eel on the table a snowy skein of her spinning, 
Thus making answer, meanwhile, to the flattering phrases of Alden : 
" Come, you must not be idle ; if I am a pattern for housewives. 
Show youi-self equally worthy of being the model of husbands. 
Hold this skein on your hands, while I wind it, ready for knitting ; 
Then who knows but hereafter, when fashions have changed and the manners, 
Fathers may talk to their sons of the good old times of John Alden ! " 



T| 


m 




^Tf "^ 'ZM 




m 1 


^^' ""^i , 


iH 


^« 


^ "IPP 




i^\ ■ 


W 


Sr^^-..." 







Thus, with a jest and & laugh, the skein on liis hands she adjusted. 
He sitting awkwardly there, with his amu extended hefore him. 
She standing graceful e a d w nding the thread from his fingers, 
SometimeH chiding a 1 I h I msy manner of holding, 
Sometimes touchin 1 hand as he disentangled espertly 
Twist or knot in (h ja n nawa s — for how could she help it? — 
Sending electrical h II h ^1 ery nerve in his body. 



Lo ! in the midst of this scene, a breathless messenger entered, 
Bringing in hurry and heat the terrible news from the village. 
Yes ; Miles SUndish was dead ! — an Indian had brought tliem tlie tidings,— 
Slain by n poisoned arrow, shot down iu the front of the battle. 
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Into an ambush beguiled, cut off with the whole of his forces ; 
All the town would be burned, and all the people be murdered ! 
Such were the tidings of evil that bui-st on the hearts of the hearers. 
Silent and statue-like stood Priscilla, her face lookin^^ backward 
Still at the face of the speaker, her arms uplifted in horror ; 
But John Alden, upstarting, as if the barb of the arrow 
Piercing the heart of his friend had struck his own, and had sundered 
Once and for ever the bonds that held him bound as a captive. 
Wild with excess of sensation, the awful delight of his freedom 
Mingled with pain and regret, unconscious of what he was doing, 
Clasped, almost with a groan, the motionless form of Priscilla. 
Pressing her close to his heart, as for ever his own, and exclaiming : 
" Those whom the Lord hath united, let no man put thein asunder I '* 

Even as rivulets twain, from distant and separate sources, 
Seeing each other afar, as they leaped from the rocks, and pursuing 
Each one its devious path, but drawing nearer and neari'r, 
Rush together at last, at their trysting-place in the forest ; 
So these lives that had run thus far in separate channels. 
Coming in sight of each other, then swerving and flowing asunder, 
Parted by barriers strong, but drawing nearer and nearei*. 
Rushed together at last, and one was lost in the other. 



IX 



THE WKDDIXG-PAY. 

FoBTH from the curtain of clouds, from the tent of ]>urple and scarlet, 
Issued the sun, the great High-Priest, in his garments resplendent, 
Holiness unto the Lord, in letters of light, on his forehead, 
Round the hem of his robe the golden bells and pomegranates. 
Blessing the world he came, and the bars of vapor beneath him 
Gleamed like a grate of brass, and the sea at his feet was a laver ! 

This was the wedding mom of Priscilla the Puritan maiden. 
Friends were assembled together ; the Elder and Magistrate also 
Graced the scene with their presence, and stood like the Law and the Gospel, 
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Lo ! when the service was ended, a form appeared on the threshold, 
Clad in armor of steel, a sombre and sorrowful figure ! 
Why does the bridegroom start and stare at the strange apparition ? 
Why does the bride turn pale, and hide her face on his shoulder? 
Is it a phantom of air, — a bodiless, spectral illusion ? 
Is it a ghost from a grave, that has come to forbid the betrothal ? 
Long had it stood there unseen, a guest uninvited, un welcomed ; • 

Over its clouded eyes there had passed at times an expression 
Softening the gloom and revealing the warm heart hidden beneath them. 
As when across the sky the driving rack of the rain-cloud 
Grows for a moment thin, and betrays the sun by its brightness. 
Once it had lifted its hand, and moved its lips, but was silent. 
As if an iron will had mastered the fleeting intention. 
But when were ended the troth and the prayer and the last benediction, 
Into the room it strode, and the people beheld with amazement 
Bodily there in his armor Miles Standish, the Captain of Plymouth ! 
Grasping the bridegroom's hand, he said with emotion, *• Forgive me! 
I have been angry and liurt, — too long have I cherished the feeling ; 
1 have been cruel and hard, but now, thank God ! it is ended. 
Mine is the same hot blood that leaped in the veins of Hugh Standish, 
Sensitive, swifl to resent, but as swift in atoning for error. 
Never so much as now was Miles Standish the friend of John Alden." 
Thereupon answered the bridegroom : " Let all be forgotten between us, — 
All save the dear old friendship, and that shall grow older and dearer ! " 
Then the Captain advanced, and, bowing, saluted Priscilla, 
Gravely, and after the manner of old-fashioned gentry in England, 
Something of camp and of court, of town and of country, commingled. 
Wishing her joy of her wedding, and loudly lauding her husband. 
Then he said with a smile : " I should have remembered the adage, — 
If you would be well served, you must serve yourself; and moreover, 
No man can gather cherries in Kent at the season of Christmas ! " 

Great was the people's amazement, and greater yet their rejoicing, 
Thus to behold once more the sun-bunit face of their Captain, 
Whom they had mourned as dead ; and they gathered and crowded about liim. 
Eager to see him and hear him, forgetful of bride and of bridegroom. 
Questioning, answering, laughing, and each interrupting the other, 
Till the good Captain declared, being quite overpowered and bewildered, 
He had rather by far break into an Indian encampment. 
Than come again to a wedding to which he had not been invited. 
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